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Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 


POSSESSIVE UNDERCOVER COP 


The minute | see her, I want her. | know she’s destined to 
be mine. 


Nick O’Connor lives in the shadows and under an alias. As 
part of an elite group tackling some of the most vicious 
criminals in the Russian underworld, he has no time for 
women. But then he meets Jenna, an intriguing mix of 
innocence and self-sufficiency. Suddenly he has only one 
goal in mind. 


To claim her as his. Heart and soul...and definitely body. 


Nick’s desire for Jenna is matched only by the need to keep 
her away from his dangerous world, but when the man he is 
hunting starts hunting her, Nick and Jenna will find 
themselves thrown together in an explosive situation. 


In more ways than one... 
*Possessive Undercover Cop is an insta-everything 


standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Nick 


I’m getting really sick of soending my work hours in strip 
clubs. 

I’m deep into an undercover trafficking sting, and I’m here 
by invite of the owner, Viktor Tanega. He thinks I’m an Irish 
human trafficker, ready and willing to do a trade. Migrant 
women who think they’re being smuggled into a safe 
country only to end up in the hands of someone like Viktor, 
‘working’ in a backstreet brothel somewhere. 

The man’s a scumbag of the first degree. 

This establishment though, | have to admit, is a good front. 
The quintessential ‘gentleman’s club.’ The decor is tasteful, 
the music low and sultry, the drinks expensive and the girls 
beautiful. | take a swig of my Scotch and try to look 
interested in the girl winding round a pole just a few feet 
away from me. Long red hair, tits that look too big for her rib 
cage and muscular thighs. The rest of the guys are too busy 
staring at these obvious assets to notice, or care about, the 
bored look on her face and tiredness in her eyes. A man 
throws a twenty at her, and as she bends down to pick it up, 
arching her back and buttocks expertly, | see the look of 
disdain she gives him. 

| hate these places. 

| finish my Scotch and stand up, noticing the men at the 
table next to me glance over, give me a once-over then 
quickly look away. One of the reasons I’m always chosen for 
the more dangerous undercover ops is my size. At six foot 
five and broad, I’ve spent hours in the gym honing my 
physique, and | know | can look intimidating. The scar across 


my right cheek from a fight that got a bit too real doesn’t 
hurt either. 

Still, it doesn’t turn women off. As | walk across the room to 
get some fresh air, | see some of the half-naked girls stop 
and look me up and down, genuine interest under the need 
for quick cash. | avoid their eyes. | don’t want them to sense 
my pity, it would undermine my cover. 

And I’m just not interested. | know guys who work vice and 
trafficking stings who take full advantage of their situation, 
but | don’t need to stoop so low. | want a woman to want me, 
not my protection or my money, and there’s never been any 
shortage of that. 

The problem is lately, | don’t want them. Perhaps I’m just too 
jaded by life, but | haven’t met a woman who really made 
my cock twitch in awhile. And I’ve met a lot of women. I’ve 
been all over the world undercover, to some of the most 
dangerous places on earth. This is the first job that has been 
so close to home. I’ve seen beautiful women from all corners 
of the globe, but | stopped being impressed by any of them 
a long time ago. I’ve learned that this life is better lived 
alone, no strings means no ties and no complications. 

No weaknesses. 

I’m outside, wondering when the hell Viktor is going to show 
up and growing more and more annoyed at his power plays 
and attempts at dominance, and then | see her. 

She’s walking down the street, looking around her like she’s 
not sure where she is, a light colored coat open over a not- 
too-slutty black dress that still manages to cling to every 
curve like a second skin, and the desire for her hits me with 
such force I’m momentarily breathless. 

| step back into the shadows, not wanting to scare her as | 
watch her walk in my direction and looking around 
nervously. Wavy golden hair falls around a heart-shaped face 
with almond shaped eyes and full lips. The sort of lips | can 
suddenly imagine wrapped around my cock. 


There’s an innocence in her face though that makes me 
want to do more than just fuck her. | feel protective. Hell, | 
want to gather her up, take her home and keep her well 
away from the likes of Viktor and all the other evils of the 
world. Maybe even marry her. | Know instinctively that this 
girl is wife material. | don’t know what it is, but she has 
something that | haven’t seen in another girl in all my 
travels. 

She should be away from this area. It’s not safe. 

| step out of the shadows, clearing my throat to warn her of 
my presence and trying to look as unthreatening as 
possible. | don’t think it works. She stops dead in the street 
and looks up at me distrustfully. 

Perhaps she’s right not to trust me. This close | can see the 
deep green of her eyes and smell her floral, musky scent, 
and the need to peel that dress slowly off every inch of her 
skin and reveal her naked body is overwhelming. 

“Is everything okay?” | ask, my voice low. She raises an 
eyebrow at me, as if affronted I’d ask. 

“Yes, why wouldn’t it be?” She sounds suspicious. 

| shrug, trying to act nonchalant. To not show how the heat is 
growing inside me. She’s exquisite. | don’t think I’ve ever 
felt such an immediate urge to have a woman, right here, 
right now, to possess her. To make her mine. 

“You look lost. This isn’t an area to be lost in, trust me.” 
With perfect timing, a shout sounds from the next street. 
The girl goes wide-eyed and pulls her coat around herself. 
“Yes, Okay, I’m lost,” she admits, and | get the impression 
she feels annoyed with herself. “I was out on a date, but he 
was such a jerk | just walked off. | was so angry | didn’t really 
know where I was going. | was trying to head back into town 
to get a cab.” 

The thought of her on a date with someone else makes the 
hairs on my forearms bristle. And he was a jerk to her? | 
want to throttle him. | know I’m being irrational, but | 
seriously don’t care. 


“Didn’t you know he was a jerk before you went out with 
him?” | ask, wondering if the guy is still anywhere in the 
vicinity. 

She gives this sort of half laugh, an expression that makes 
her look younger and so innocent, and | realize she must be 
at least ten years younger than | am. I’d never normally 
notice a woman with such an age gap, but there’s something 
about her that’s driving me to distraction. The job with 
Viktor, which I’ve been working on for weeks and has 
consumed my every waking moment, can suddenly go to 
hell. 

“It was a blind date,” she admits. “I only went through with 
it to get my friend off my back.” 

“Why’s she on your back?” | ask. | want to know everything 
about her. Her name, her background, who her friends are, 
what she does for a living, what her favorite music is, her 
deepest fears and strongest desires. 

What she looks like naked. 

She raises an eyebrow again. | can tell she’s still wary of me, 
but there’s an amusement there now too. I’m not used to 
this reaction from a woman. Everything about her is 
somehow different. 

“You ask a lot of questions don’t you?” She pauses and then 
continues. “She thinks | don’t date enough. After tonight, 
I’m never dating again.” 

| want to tell her I’m glad to hear it. 

“Why was he a jerk?” | ask, and she laughs. 

“I tell you what...show me how to get to a taxi and l'II tell 
you all about it.” 

| look behind me to the entrance of Viktor’s club. | really 
need to make this meeting. Tonight we finalize the details of 
the so-called drop off he’s expecting, and then we’ve got 
him. Viktor will meet me and ‘my men’ expecting a cargo of 
ten women for his brothels, and instead he'll be hauled off in 
handcuffs. We’ll have enough on him to get him locked up 
for life. Personally | wish it could be the death penalty. | 


despise men who treat women the way he does. This 
operation has fast become personal. 

But | really, really want to take the chance to get to know 
this girl. And | want to get her away from this club before 
some goon comes out and spots her. 

Not to mention Viktor isn’t even here yet. If he wants to play 
power games then he can go ahead and wait around for me, 
while | make sure to get some more time with who I’m really 
interested in right now. Her. 

“Let’s go,” | say to her and take her arm, walking her away 
from the club. She looks surprised but comes with me, 
pulling her arm away once we get to the end of the street. 
I’m coming on too strong. 

“Is it really that bad around here?” she asks, and for the first 
time | see fear in her eyes. | wonder if she’s scared of me. I’m 
used to thinking of myself as the good guy, even if the lines 
do get blurred on jobs sometimes. I’m the protector, the one 
who upholds the law. But she doesn’t know that does she? 
She just sees a big guy with a scarred face, who just 
appeared out of the shadows and started firing questions at 
her. 

When I answer her, | do my best to make my voice gentle, 
but I think it comes out more like a growl. 

“Yes, it can be. I’m sorry if | scared you. | just wouldn’t want 
you to come across the wrong people.” 

She looks less nervous and smiles again, those full lips 
curving. Their blatant sensuality is a contrast to the air of 
innocent freshness that comes off her. | don’t think she has 
any idea how fucking sexy she is. 

“And you're the right people?” Her tone is teasing. It makes 
me smile. 

“Tonight | am. There’s a cab stand just across this square.” 

| set off, making sure to keep more of a distance this time. 
She follows me, hurrying to keep up. | forget how long my 
strides are, so | slow down for her to catch up. 


“You haven’t told me about the jerk,” | remind her. She 
snorts. 

“He was just...| don’t know, smarmy. He just went on and on 
about himself like he was the most interesting thing in the 
world. And he looked like a weasel.” 

| can’t stop myself from laughing. 

“You walked off on your date because he looked like a 
weasel?” 

She giggles. 

“Not quite.” Her tone grows more serious. “He tried to put 
his hand up my skirt during dessert.” 

| feel rage boil up inside me and have to swallow it down so 
she doesn’t see my reaction. | want to smash Weasel Guy’s 
face in. 

“Idiot,” | grind out instead between clenched teeth. “You 
were right to walk off.” 

She nods. “I left him with the bill too,” she says, sounding 
proud of herself. | don’t respond, thinking that it should be a 
given he was footing the bill anyway. | don’t want to sound 
like a Neanderthal, but about some things I’m just old- 
fashioned. 

“What was your friend thinking setting you up with him?” | 
wonder out loud. I’ve never understood this blind date 
nonsense anyway. Why waste time going to meet someone 
you don’t even know? And risk having to spend an entire 
evening with someone you're not interested in, just out of 
politeness. Maybe I’ve just been out of the dating scene too 
long. 

“Well | don’t suppose she knew what he was like. It’s her 
brother-in-law’s friend. Kate’s my business partner at the 
boutique, we get along really well, but | suppose she doesn't 
really know what I look for in a guy.” 

| want to ask her what she looks for in a guy, but I don’t 
think | would like the answer. She’s one of the first women 
I’ve met who doesn’t in some way show her interest. She’s 
probably into thin, poetic nerds. Or something. 


The taxi stand is in sight and I don’t even know her name. | 
want to ask her, but realize then she’ll ask mine and what do 
| say? | don’t want to give her my alias, but | can’t give out 
my real name this close to the club. 

We reach the stand, and she turns and thanks me. 

“Don’t worry about it,” | say. I’m battling with myself... she’s 
about to just drive away into the night and | want to see her 
again. | have to see her again. 

Instead, | watch her get into the cab, trying not to stare at 
the perfect curve of her ass and thighs as she climbs into 
the car. As she does so, a card falls out of her pocket and 
lands on the ground. | bend to pick it up while she’s giving 
instructions to the taxi driver, intending to give it to her, 
and then see it’s a business card advertising a high-end 
boutique. 

She said she ran a boutique. | slip it into my back pocket as | 
shut the door for her. She waves at me, the streetlights 
reflecting off her big green eyes and setting her hair on fire. 
| wave back, and watch the cab until it drives down the 
street and turns round the corner. 

| take the card out of my pocket and examine it under the 
streetlight. 

‘Uptown Girls High-End Boutique Fashion’ it says, with a 
silhouette of a woman in a dress. Underneath is what must 
be her name. Jenna Black. 

Jenna. 

| speak her name out loud. | like the sound of it and the way 
it rolls off my tongue. | put the card back in my pocket. 
There’s a number and address underneath the name. 
Something to think about tomorrow. Right now | have to get 
back to Viktor. 

| stride back to the club as quickly as | can without it looking 
obvious that I’m hurrying. He had better be there by now. 

| enter the club, immediately enveloped by smoke and a 
thumping bass. The doorman nods as he lets me back in. 
“Is Mr. Tanega here yet?” | ask. He nods, his face impassive. 


“Yes. He’s just gone into the backroom.” 

“Let him know I’m here, will you? Hurry up.” 

He nods stoically again, but this time | see a flicker of anger. 
He doesn’t like my tone, or me telling him what to do. Good. 
| go to the bar and order another Scotch, and then turn 
towards the stage, trying to feign interest in the dancers 
again. It’s a different girl now, a blonde... petite, like Jenna. 
Except with peroxide hair, heavy make-up and a tan so 
obviously fake that it’s like the poor woman’s version of an 
orange spray-on trying to mimic that sun-kissed bronze look 
from a proper tanning bed, or the remnants of an exotic 
vacation on a remote beach somewhere. She’s too skinny 
too, and | wonder if she’s on drugs. You would have to be, 
working in this place. | can almost smell the desperation and 
degradation coming out of the walls. When we sting Viktor, 
this place will get shut down, and then no doubt taken over 
by someone just as bad. I’d like to think these girls will take 
the opportunity to get out and build themselves a better life. 
Of course, it’s not always that easy. Not with scumbags like 
these around, | think, casting an eye over the other men in 
the club. 

“Mr. Murphy?” A voice next to me calls me by my alias. | turn 
towards him. 

“Yeah?” 

“Mr. Tanega will see you now.” 

| nod, and follow him to a small door just off to the side of 
the bar. | wonder if his goons will check me for weapons. I’ve 
got a pistol strapped to me and a long blade at my back. 
Nothing less would be expected. There’s no wire though, not 
tonight. 

| enter the room and the goon shuts the door behind me, 
and then assumes a wide stance between it and me. | ignore 
him. 

“Hello Mr. Murphy.” 

Viktor. He sits behind a desk, completely casual, as if we’re 
old friends having a chat. And as if there isn’t an AK lying 


across his lap. | nod towards it. 

“Expecting trouble?” 

“Only you, Mr. Murphy,” he says with a thin smile. He’s a 
small guy, about five foot ten and slight, with sharp, dark 
features. Kind of how | imagined Weasel Guy, but with a lot 
more menace. 

“I’m not here for trouble. | have a date and location for you. 
And a price.” | give him the details of the ‘transaction’ he’s 
expecting to make with me. Money for fresh flesh. Hiding my 
contempt for this lowlife isn’t an easy job. 

Viktor appears deep in thought, stroking his AK. It’s all for 
show, a display of power. He’s not going to shoot me. What 
would be the point? And it’s already as good as given that 
we’re doing business together. He just wants to make me 
sweat. 

“You're a brave man, coming here alone,” he says. 

| shrug. “Do | need to be worried? We're both civilized 
gentlemen.” If you ignore the AK, of course. 

He gives that thin smile again, and | want to knock it right 
off his face. 

“We are indeed Mr. Murphy.” Am I being paranoid or was 
there just a touch too much emphasis on my fake surname? 
No, there’s no way my cover can be blown. There were 
rumors last year of a snitch in the division, but that has all 
been dealt with. We run a tight ship. | say nothing, waiting. 
Eventually Viktor gives me an answer. 

“I'll send for you in a few days,” he says. | feel impatient. 
“What’s the delay? | need to know, Mr. Tanega, before the 
shipment comes in.” 

He spreads his hands wide, a gesture of appeasement. 
“Tuesday,” he says. “I'll give you my final answer Tuesday.” 
| nod curtly, but | can feel the rage building. | have to get 
out of this room or I’m going to explode. 

“Tuesday. No later.” 

As | turn to leave he says something that makes my blood 
boil and my fists clench. 


“Where did you go when you left earlier? My men were 
watching you. You met a girl outside?” 

| turn back to him, fighting to keep a neutral expression on 
my face. 

“| didn’t meet anyone. You were late. She was lost. | gave her 
directions.” 

Viktor smirks. 

“How very noble of you.” 

| force myself to laugh. “Not really. She was fuckable.” 
Having to speak like this about Jenna, to him of all people, 
makes me want to leap over his desk and ram his gun down 
his throat. 

Viktor laughs. “They all are. You can take your pick of the 
dancers. An apology for my...lateness.” 

| dip my head in acknowledgment of his offer, though | can 
feel my nostrils flare in indignation. 

“Maybe some other time. l'Il see you Tuesday.” 

| turn before he gets a chance to respond and | glare at the 
goon until he moves out of my way. | walk back through the 
smoky club the music giving me a headache. Or maybe 
that’s just anger. 

The fresh air outside is a welcome relief. | walk through the 
streets, feeling tired now. Keeping up a facade in front of 
that creep is hard work. | have to be hard, but not show my 
contempt. Tough, but keep my anger in check. | should be 
getting an Oscar for this one. 

It starts to drizzle and | turn my face up to the sky as | walk, 
the drops refreshing on my skin. | remember the card in my 
back pocket. 

Jenna. | know l'Il think about her tonight. 


CHAPTER 2 


Jenna 


There. Perfect. 

| finish pinning the dress on the mannequin, step back and 
admire my handiwork. My latest collection of Summer 
dresses are all ready to go. | get that rush of satisfaction | 
always get when | see a design go from paper to an actual 
dress. It’s even better when a customer comes in and buys 
one. 

| love my job. Being a fashion designer and running my own 
boutique is all I’ve ever wanted to do. The only thing that 
held me back was the idea of the day-to-day business end of 
things. Not my cup of tea. Then | met my partner Maddie in 
college, who’s a business whizz, and the seed of Uptown 
Girls was planted. | can’t imagine doing anything else. 

| wonder what the Big Guy does. 

That’s what | named him in my head... Big Guy. He was like 
something straight out of one of those men’s bodybuilding 
magazines, except less polished. There was something 
almost primal about him. He seemed to prowl, rather than 
walk, stalking through the streets like he owned them, not 
an ounce of fear in him. 

I’ve been trying to deny it to myself all night and morning, 
but he turned me on. The way he was so intent on looking 
after me and making sure I got into a cab safety. He was a 
perfect gentleman. | kept waiting for him to hit on me or say 
something sleazy, but he was completely respectful. Maybe 
it's prejudice, but somehow | always expect a guy who looks 
like that to be a real jerk. 

Still, | wonder why he was hanging around such a sleazy 
area if that’s the case. Even though | didn’t personally feel in 


any danger from him, | got the impression that where other 
men are concerned, he’s not a guy to cross. 

Maybe he’s a doorman, working security at a club? He had 
the build. There was an air of authority about him, though 
that makes me think he has more status than that. But then, 
what do | know about doormen? Clubbing isn’t my thing. 
Which might be why I never meet any decent guys, 
according to Maddie. | don’t follow her logic. How many 
decent guys are hanging around getting drunk in clubs? 
Those places are meat markets. 

Of course, Maddie accuses me of being too fussy. | glance at 
the clock. She'll be in soon, and | wonder how much I should 
tell her about last night. She’ll be mortified to know what a 
creep my date turned out to be. 

Truth is, I’ve never met a man who really did it for me, that 
I’ve wanted to give myself to. | always thought it would 
happen in college, but no, nothing, nada. Just a bunch of 
boys trying to be men. Since college the shop has been my 
only love. 

| grew up with my mom, who passed a work ethic and her 
fierce independence onto me. She brought me up single 
handedly without seeming to break a sweat, though | know 
now it couldn’t have been that easy. Everything | have | owe 
to her. Since she moved out West, | miss her a lot. We talk 
most days, and unlike Maddie she never asks me when I’m 
going to meet someone or tries to set me up with any 
available man she comes across. Mom taught me | don’t 
need a man. 

She also taught me that true love does exist, and to never 
settle for anything less. So I’m in this double bind of both 
being perfectly self-sufficient but also holding out for a fairy 
tale. 

My dad died when I was a baby, and while | may not 
remember, Mom brought him to life for me in stories. He was 
a rebellious, reckless teenager turned firefighter. A bad boy 
hero. She never missed a chance to tell me how amazing he 


was and how he was the perfect man for her. So much so 
that she has never wanted anyone else since. Sometimes | 
wonder if he really was as great as she makes him out to be 
or if her memory has smoothed out any rough edges. | grew 
up with a perfect fantasy guy as a male role model. No 
wonder I’m alone. 

| think about Big Guy again and wonder if he’s with anyone. 
He must be. | bet women are falling all over him, hanging off 
his every word, not to mention those huge biceps. 

| tut to myself as | walk back to the counter. Why am | still 
thinking about him? It’s not like I’m ever going to see him 
again. 

| don’t even know his name. He doesn’t know mine. 

Maybe that’s part of the thrill. Because the truth is I’ve been 
fantasizing about him ever since he put me in that cab. 
About how those full lips of his would feel to kiss, and how 
those big hands would feel on my body. He looks like he 
could just pick me up and throw me over his shoulder. 

| like that. | never knew I'd like that idea, but now it appears 
| do. That all of a sudden big, brutal caveman types in sharp 
suits with mysterious scars are my thing. 

| think about how it might feel, to have those hands running 
over my body, touching me in places I’ve never been 
touched. His mouth...my cheeks go warm at the thought of 
his mouth on me, his fingers gently peeling off my panties. 
I’ve heard my friends talk about how great it is when a guy 
goes down on you, and complain about guys that don’t do it, 
and of course I’ve never had anything to add to the 
conversation. | feel the desire growing in my belly and 
wriggle in my seat. What is it about this guy? 

“Hey,” | hear Maddie, and realize | hadn’t even heard her 
come in. “You look miles away.” 

| try to hide my blush, but she sees it and looks excited. 
“How did last night go? 

“Not great.” | try to let her down gently. “He was a bit 
smarmy. Definitely not my type. A bit...forward.” 


Maddie wrinkles her nose, disappointed. Then her face 
brightens. 

“There’s this other guy | know. He works at....” 

“Uh uh.” | hold my hand up, shaking my head. “No more. No 
more blind dates.” 

Maddie pouts. 

“But Jenna,” she pleads, “you can’t be on your own forever. 
You'll be like some spinster or maiden aunt, with only her 
cats for company.” 

“I like cats,” | retort. “And | couldn’t be an aunt, | have no 
siblings.” 

“You'll be even lonelier then,” she retorts, before sashaying 
into the back room to take off her coat. 

“Do you want a coffee?” She shouts through. A peace 
offering. 

“Cream, two sugars please,” | shout back, smiling to myself. 
Maddie just can’t wrap her head around the idea that | just 
might not need a man. 

If I’m honest with myself, | do get a bit lonely sometimes, 
especially since Mom moved away. | just refuse to settle for a 
guy I’m not completely both in love and lust with, just so I’m 
not lonely. That makes no sense to me, to sacrifice my time 
and hard won independence for a man who doesn’t do it for 
me on every level. Of course, that’s why Maddie says I’m too 
fussy. | wonder if | should tell her about Big Guy, knowing 
how excited she will get at the thought that | might have 
finally met someone who takes my breath away. 

Then | remember | didn’t even get his name, much less a 
number, and | know I won’t tell her. 

| try my best once the shop has opened to push thoughts of 
him out of my mind, only to find he pops into my head at the 
most random moments. | smooth a dress down over the 
breasts of a mannequin only to wonder how it would feel if it 
were his hands and my body. A customer tells me she needs 
a new dress for a wedding and before | know it Fantasy Me is 
walking down the aisle with him at the end waiting for me. 


I’m getting really carried away, but it feels so good | don’t 
want to stop. 

At the end of the day as we're locking up Maddie turns to me 
with a serious look on her face. 

“You know, Jenna,” she begins, slightly shamefaced, “I’m 
sorry. | shouldn’t try and push you into dating all the time. 
You're your own woman and | respect that. l'Il leave it alone 
from now on.” 

| feel taken aback. | do find Maddie pushy sometimes but 
have always just accepted that’s the way she is. | feel 
touched that she’s noticed. 

“Thank you,” I say. “I get it... you just want me to be happy. 
It’s just... when it happens...| want it to be perfect.” 

Maddie gives me a sympathetic smile and | can almost read 
her thoughts. There’s no such thing. 

| hope she’s wrong. 

| let myself into my apartment and think of Maddie’s earlier 
comments when my cat Cleo comes running up to me, 
purring like a pneumatic drill and head butting me 
frantically, jumping up onto the couch to reach me. 

“| guess you’re hungry?” | laugh, going into the kitchen to 
feed her. Then | make myself some soup, get a shower and 
lie on my bed with a book. My phone beeps...some old 
college friends inviting me out for drinks. | ignore it. 

Maybe Maddie’s right, | think as | get a snapshot of my 
future. Ten years from now and it’s all exactly the same. 
Living on my own, preferring pajamas and a book to a night 
out. 

Would that be so bad? | mean, | have ambitions. | want 
Uptown Girls to become a chain. To see my dresses on 
catwalks. It’s not like | don’t have dreams. | visualize myself, 
as | have so many times before, sitting by the side of a 
runway at a prestigious fashion event, sipping a cocktail in 
the VIP area as | watch top models sashay past in my 
designs. 

This time though there’s something different. 


Big Guy is sitting next to me, holding my hand, sharing my 
excitement. Looking hot as hell in a designer suit that 
ripples across his cut frame. Every female eye in the place 
on him, but he only has eyes for me... 

Maddie’s right, | have high expectations. 

This evening though | allow myself to indulge my fantasies, 
putting my book down and lying back on the bed. | trail my 
fingers across my collarbone, imagining my touch is his, that 
my delicate fingers are bigger and rougher. Dancing across 
my skin, teasing me. | imagine him pulling off my dress, 
kissing every inch of exposed skin with those full lips. 
Slipping off my shoes and kissing the arches of my feet, the 
inside of my calves, then higher... 

| can feel myself getting wet. | allow my hands to travel 
slowly down my body and slip inside the waistband of my 
pajamas, my fingertips playing around the edge of my 
underwear. | imagine his hot breath there as he kisses me 
intimately through the thin material...l run my hands back 
up to my breasts, teasing myself. My nipples have gone stiff 
and are rubbing unbearably against the cotton. | pinch 
them, harder than | normally would, imagining it’s his hands 
on me. | hear my breath coming out in little pants, and slide 
a hand back down to my pussy, knowing that by now I’m 
slick with desire. 

Then Cleo lands full force on my stomach. | shriek and sit up, 
pushing her off. 

“You crazy animal!” | tell her, half annoyed, half laughing. 
She curls up next to me and starts kneading my belly with 
her paws, purring. | gave her some new cat food. I’m 
guessing she approves. 

| lie down and pick my book back up again with a sigh. I’m 
probably just going to wind myself up anyway, | tell myself. 
Frustrate even more. 

Why didn’t | get his name, at least? 

Unable to concentrate | turn off my lamp and lie awake in 
the dark, wondering what the future holds. 


CHAPTER 3 


Nick 


I’m prowling around my apartment, furious. I’ve just come 
back from my second meet with Viktor to confirm the details 
that were supposed to have been confirmed the other night 
at the club. The guy is annoying me, to put it mildly. | don’t 
do mild. 

| don’t appreciate his attempts to dangle me like a puppet 
on a string. Of course, it’s all part of the game. That’s how 
these scumbags operate... power and control. Dominance. It 
makes me sick having to pretend to be polite when | just 
want to smash the guy’s face in. Viktor relies on people 
being scared of him, but men like that have never scared 
me. Take away their goons and their weapons and they’re 
nothing. It’s all psychological, and | don’t work well with that 
shit. I like things to be up front, to settle things like men. 
The worst of it all is knowing that if | had just two minutes 
alone with Viktor in a fair fight, | could take him out without 
even breaking a sweat. 

I’ve done it before. 

Of course, | nearly lost my job in the process. It makes 
perfect sense to me. Why waste all this time setting up 
covert ops when | could just pick these guys off one by one? 
Unfortunately the idea has never gone down well with the 
powers that be. 

Truth is, l've got a good gig and | don’t want to lose it. The 
secret police unit | now work for has enough danger to keep 
me interested and the pay is more than | was ever gonna 
make in the standard Feds. 

| know my street mates from my younger days were puzzled 
when | joined the forces, but for me it was a no-brainer. 


Growing up, | could always look after myself. After my 
mother died and left me with my deadbeat of a father, | had 
no choice. The other kids in the neighborhood quickly 
learned not to fuck with me. The little kids, the ones that 
would have been prime targets for bullies, came to me for 
protection. | don’t like bullies. Before she died my mother 
instilled a good set of old-fashioned ethics in me that 
included learning to win in a fair fistfight and defending 
those who can’t defend themselves. She was a formidable 
Irish woman with a sharp tongue, and deserved better than 
my father, who collapsed into a bottle after her death. 
Maybe he was grieving, but | think he was just waiting for 
the opportunity. He didn’t last much longer, dying of alcohol 
poisoning when I was seventeen and leaving me with a 
sixteen-year-old sister to look after. Their death meant | had 
to pretty much fend for myself, and | did. | became 
something like the neighborhood protector for the little kids, 
and the mean kids, even the ones that went around tooled 
up and sold drugs for the gangs, learned to leave me to my 
own devices. 

When I got older, those same gangs tried to recruit me, and | 
knew it was time to make a choice... fight on the right side of 
the law or the wrong side. | made my decision not based on 
any desire to toe the line, | really didn’t give a fuck, but 
because | figured that as a cop I’d get the chance to take 
down more bullying bastards than otherwise, and that it 
might just keep my own violent tendencies under control. | 
also wanted to be able to provide for my sister and make 
sure | had the funds to send her to college. The day she 
graduated was one of the proudest moments of my life. 

| rose through the ranks quickly, and was headhunted for 
special ops unit while | was still in my early twenties. That 
was ten years ago. Since then I’ve been decorated for my 
bravery in the field, but that’s not why I do it. I like the 
danger, the hunt, and the final takedown. It gives me a rush 
like nothing else. 


The opportunity to dish out the occasional bit of violence to 
the bad guys of the world sits just fine with me too. It’s a 
perk of the job. 

Some days though, | wonder if | shouldn’t give it up and just 
go vigilante. Especially on days like today. 

I’ve fed info back to the people that need to know that the 
sting is on. All the details of the supposed drop-off are 
finalized, and all they need to do is get their men in place. 
But no. Apparently there’s a shortage of manpower and they 
want me to hold it off for another week. So | have to go back 
to Viktor and renegotiate. It’s turning into a pissing content. 
As much as Viktor deserves a taste of his own medicine, this 
could jeopardize the entire operation. 

Amateurs. | should get out of the field and be the person in 
charge who actually coordinated these operations. | could do 
a better job with my eyes closed. 

| take out my work phone and dial the number | have for 
Viktor. He answers after three rings. 

“Yes?” 

“It’s Murphy.” 

“Ah, Mr. Murphy. How good to hear from you!” 

Smarmy bastard. 

“There may be a delay with the delivery,” | tell him. The 
silence from the other end of the line is charged with 
menace. Viktor’s not happy. “Problems at the border. We 
may need a few more days.” 

“| hope you're not backing out Mr. Murphy.” There’s a threat 
in his voice and | feel myself bristle. 

“No,” | say curtly, feeling my lip curl in anger. “I don’t back 
out. Our deal’s still on. We just may need a few more days.” 
“Let me know,” he says, his voice clipped. “I am not a 
patient man Mr. Murphy.” He hangs up the phone. | ram 
mine back into my pocket, taking a deep breath. 

| feel like a caged animal. | think about going for a run to let 
off some steam, but I know that isn’t really what | want. 


| want Jenna. She’s been on my mind constantly the past few 
days. Thinking about pinning her body underneath mine is 
driving me to distraction. | want to hear her moans of 
pleasure in my ear, feel her fingertips digging into my 
shoulders as | move inside her. Hard. 

Her card sits on the coffee table, drawing my eyes to it every 
time | walk past. | should phone her and set the ball rolling. 
There’s no doubt in my mind that if | put my mind to it, | can 
make her my woman. Once | decide | want something | get 
it, and woe betide anyone who stands in my way. 

But something’s stopping me. She’s young, for a start, and 
seems so full of life. All woman, but with a freshness about 
her. As much as | want to take her and show her just what 
I’ve got to offer her, | don’t want to corrupt her. Don’t want 
my cynical attitude of life to rub off on her. 

She seems like a good girl. And I’m not a good guy. | might 
fight on the right side of justice, but I’ve done some things 
in the course of my career that would get me locked up if | 
wasn’t an undercover cop. 

| don’t regret them. 

| also don’t need the distraction. | have to get this operation 
done, get Viktor safely behind bars where he can’t hurt any 
more innocent people. | don’t have time for women. 

But this woman is different. This is the woman | want in my 
life, not just in my bed. | want her to take my name and 
carry my seed, and I’ve never wanted that before. | could go 
and get a quick fuck, if | thought that would get this craving 
out of my system, but the thought leaves me cold. No other 
woman is the one I want. She is. 

| pick up the card and walk out of my apartment. I’ve made 
my mind up. | have to have her. 

I’m going to claim her. 

It takes me some time to reach the boutique. | watch it from 
across the street for a while, watching who goes in and out. 
When it’s free of customers, | cross the street, keeping 
myself to the side of the window so that I can see in, but 


they won’t see me. There’s a woman’s figure moving around 
behind the window display. 

It’s her. Jenna. | watch her for a few moments, feeling the 
lust build. She’s even more beautiful than | remember. 
Without the make-up and tight dress of the other night, she 
looks even more angelic. Her hair is pulled back in some 
kind of messy bun and she’s dressed in a white shirt, jeans 
and pumps. There are pins sticking out of her mouth and she 
looks deep in thought as she fiddles with the clothes on one 
of the mannequins. | feel a rush of protectiveness. 

| walk into the shop, and the movement of the door makes a 
bell sound. Jenna doesn’t look round. 

“I'll be with you in a minute,” she calls, bending over the 
window display slightly so that | can’t help but notice the 
curve of her ass in her jeans. | get a sudden image of me 
behind her, gripping onto her hips as I claim her body, 
screaming my name as I ram myself into her, filling up every 
inch of her and making her come over and over until her 
juices run down my cock and onto my thighs. 

She straightens up and turns round, a welcoming smile on 
her face. As she sees me her eyes go wide. 

“Oh! It’s you.” She’s standing there staring, and | wonder if 
I’ve made a mistake. If by turning up like this I’ve just scared 
her off. Then | see the way her eyes dilate and her cheeks 
flush. It might not be obvious to anyone else, but l'm a 
master at reading body language. 

She wants me. And I’m going to give her what she wants, as 
well as all the things she doesn’t even know she wants yet. | 
want to introduce her to pleasures she’s never imagined, 
have her wet and trembling on the end of rock hard dick, 
begging for more. 

But right now, | need to do my best to act like a gentleman, 
even if caveman feels more in tune with how I’m feeling. 

| pull her card out of my pocket and hand it to her. 

“You dropped this when you were getting in the taxi. | 
thought you might need it.” 


She takes it but doesn’t look at it. Her eyes are fixed on me. 
Good, that’s where | want them. 

“You came all this way just to give me this back? Thank you. 
That’s really sweet.” 

I’m not sure I’ve ever been called ‘sweet’ before. There’s a 
question in her eyes, and | decide to be honest. 

“| wanted to see you again, Jenna.” 

Now she’s blushing for real, and it makes her look so 
goddamn sexy it takes me every ounce of self control | 
possess not to cross the room and take her here and now. 
“How do you...oh of course. The card.” She looks flustered, 
biting her lip. She looks like she’s fighting some kind of 
inner battle, a feeling | know very well, then she gives a 
little nod as though making up her mind. 

“So you know my name. What’s yours?” 

| hesitate before giving her my real name, although only 
part of it. My full name is Nicholas Michael Joseph Patrick 
O’Connor, but she doesn’t need that mouthful. There are 
better things | can think of to fill her mouth with, like my 
dick. 

“You can call me Nick.” 

“Well, Nick,” she gestures behind her, “would you like a 
coffee?” 

“Just water will be fine.” | follow her into the little kitchen 
area behind the counter. 

“So this is your place?” I’m trying to make conversation, 
which doesn’t come easily to me. I’m a man of action not 
words. But if | tell her what I’m really thinking... that | want 
to put her up against the kitchen wall, spread her legs and 
taste her... l'Il definitely scare her off. 

“Yes,” she looks proud, “mine and Maddie’s. She’s the 
strategy and marketing side of things. | design the dresses.” 
“You design the clothes yourself?” | feel proud of her. She’s 
not like other girls I’ve met, waiting for a man to come along 
and save them. 

Jenna nods. Then she asks the question | can’t answer. 


“What do you do?” 

“I’m a businessman,” | say, in a tone that doesn’t invite 
further questioning. She raises an eyebrow and takes a sip 
of her drink. 

“Ohhhkay. A businessman. Well, Nick the Businessman, | 
should say thank you for the other night. | didn’t realize 
what a rough area I’d wandered into.” She gives me a 
genuine smile. “You were a real gentleman, which seems to 
be a rare thing these days.” 

If she knew what | was thinking I’m pretty sure she wouldn’t 
call me a gentleman. | wonder how to go about asking her 
for a date. As much as | want to just ravish her, | want to do 
this properly. 

| don’t just want her for a night. | want her for good. The only 
problem is, I’ve never done this before, never wanted a 
woman permanently this way, and | realize | have no idea 
how to approach it other than to just come right out and tell 
her. I’m used to giving orders, not making requests. 

Then she gives me an opportunity. 

“I'd like to repay you. Maybe you could have a dress on the 
house?” 

| can’t help but laugh in surprise, and she giggles along with 
me. What the fuck am I going to do with a dress? 

“Not for you! A relative...girlfriend maybe?” She’s fishing for 
information. | look right in her eyes as | answer. 

“| don’t have a girlfriend.” 

She tries to hide the fact that she’s pleased, but | can tell. | 
feel my groin twitch. 

“Come out on a date with me instead.” 

Those beautiful green eyes go wide again and she bites her 
lip. It seems to be an unconscious gesture of hers and | love 
it. | wonder if she will do it when I slide myself inside her. 

“A date?” 

| shrug. “Why not. It’s got to be an improvement on the last 
one.” 

Jenna laughs. “Well it can’t be any worse. Okay...let’s do it.” 


Our eyes meet and we stare at each other for a few minutes. 
| let her see it, the full force of my desire for her, let my eyes 
fill with the thoughts of everything | want to do to her. The 
temperature in the little room rises, or maybe that’s just me. 
Her cheeks flush and her top lip swells just enough that | 
know she wants me to kiss her. For a minute | think about it, 
about just grabbing her here and now, parting her lips 
roughly with my own and claiming that innocent looking 
mouth, making her lips swell with the force of my mouth on 
hers. | manage to control myself. | want it to be special. She 
deserves it to be special. 

“Where do you want to go?” | have no idea where to take 
someone like her on a date. “We can go wherever you like.” 
She looks pleased at that. 

“There’s a really nice bistro down by the river I’ve always 
wanted to try their breakfast menu?” 

| nod. That sounds okay. I’ve been to a lot of bizarre places in 
the course of my career. | can do a bistro by the river. It 
sounds quiet too, and over this side of town, where the 
chances of being spotted by anyone I don’t want to see me 
are remote to nil. It has to be soon though, before things get 
busy with Viktor. 

“I'll pick you up tomorrow on your lunch break,” I say, then 
realize | sound like I’m barking out orders. “I mean, if that 
works for you.” 

“That works for me,” she says, a small smile playing around 
the corners of her mouth. “About twelve?” 

“Twelve it is,” | nod. | have to get out of here before | lose my 
composure and let her see just how much | want her, right 
now. | can feel my cock stirring in my pants. | turn to leave, 
and as | walk back through the shop another woman comes 
in. She stops and looks me up and down, making no secret 
of her approval. | ignore her 

“I'll see you tomorrow,” Jenna calls, and | see the woman’s 
head swivel as she stares at Jenna in surprise, her mouth 
making a small “oh”. This must be her business partner. 


“Tomorrow,” | say, giving her a long, lingering look before | 
leave. As the door closes behind me I hear the other woman 
start to ask Jenna excited questions and | grin to myself at 
the thought of Jenna talking about me. 

| was right to come. Her desire for me was right there in her 
eyes and her expressions, even if she didn’t know it. She 
wants me. 

| can’t wait to make her feel just how much. | want her naked 
before me, trembling after l’'ve made her come over and over 
again, whimpering for more and begging me not to stop. 
And | always get what | want. 


CHAPTER 4 


Jenna 


| look at the clock, just like I’ve been doing all morning every 
few minutes. It’s ten to twelve. Nick will be here soon, and | 
can’t make up my mind if I’m more excited or more nervous. 
Maddie has been sending me texts all morning with unasked 
for advice. Seeing her face yesterday when she walked in 
and saw Nick was delicious. | could tell she was just a little 
bit jealous too, and | feel awful even for thinking it but it’s 
nice to be the girl with a hot date for once. 

“Hot” doesn’t even cut it. Nick is scorching. The whole time 
he was here yesterday | had to fight my every instinct to 
throw myself at him and beg him to take me then and there. 
He walked in so casual, as if he owned the place, every 
movement oozing confidence. Bordering on arrogance, 
even. | wonder if it even occurred to him that | might say no. 
His attitude shouldn’t turn me on so much, but it does. He 
seems like a man who knows what he wants, and it appears 
that right now he wants me. | don’t even know why, or what 
I’ve done to impress him so much that he went to all the 
trouble of bringing my card back, but I can’t deny I’m 
flattered. 

And | didn’t even need Maddie to set it up. She keeps 
nagging me to tell her how | managed it, but the truth is | 
didn’t do anything except get lost and drop a card. 

He found me. He actually came to find me. 

There’s a part of me that’s wondering if this whole thing isn’t 
just completely and utterly crazy. | don’t know anything 
about him. He wouldn’t even tell me what he does for a 
living, which should be ringing alarm bells. Then there’s that 
scar...something tells me he didn’t get that playing sports. 


Yet instead of scaring me away, it all only serves to intrigue 
me more. He’s the first man to ever really get under my skin, 
and | know if | don’t give today a chance l'Il regret it forever. 
I’m so full of butterflies I’m not going to be able to eat a 
thing. The door sounds and | jump up, only to see it’s a 
customer. | try not to let out an obvious sigh. 

“I'm afraid we’re about to close for lunch,” | say sweetly. She 
gives me an annoyed look and leaves without responding. 
How rude. For a moment | feel guilty, but it’s so rare that | 
even give myself a lunch break. | work hard, and | deserve 
this. 

| take one last look in the full-length mirror at the back of 
the shop and wish I’d done something different with my hair. 
It’s a mass of waves, and the humidity of the day has made 
me frizz. | wonder if | should apply a brighter lipstick, or if 
that would look too obvious. It might make him think | want 
to kiss him. | do want to kiss him. I’m wearing a white 
sundress, trying to look flirty but not slutty. With the wild 
hair, the look I’ve managed to achieve is probably more 
country bumpkin. | don’t look like the sort of girl that | 
imagine a man like Nick being with. Lots of make-up, fuck- 
me-now shoes, and cleavage bursting out everywhere. 
Maybe I should get changed. I’m in a clothes shop and it’s 
not like | don’t have options. 

| seriously need to get a grip. 

The door rings, and I see him behind me in the mirror. | 
swallow slowly before | turn around, drinking in the sight of 
him. He’s wearing a crisp white shirt that shows those 
muscles off to perfection, and jeans that hug his thighs. | 
think again about how big he is. You can practically taste the 
testosterone oozing off him. 

“Hi,” he says. | notice the bunch of flowers in his hand. 

“Oh, lilies! They’re my favorite.” I’ve never been a red roses 
girl. | Know lilies are typically funeral flowers, but I’ve always 
found them beautiful. 


He looks down at the flowers in his hands as if faintly 
puzzled by them and holds them out to me. 

“Is that what they are? I’ve got no idea. | just thought they 
Suited you....” 

I’m smiling to myself as | take the flowers into the back room 
to put them in some water. He guessed my favorite flowers. 
Perhaps he’s more sensitive than he looks. 

He looks impatient as | come back out, like he’s not used to 
being kept waiting, or just really hates it. 

“Ready?” he says, and holds the door open for me so that | 
have to brush past him to get out. This close to him, I’m 
aware again of just how big he is. I’m petite, so most men 
are bigger than me, but Nick is huge. | swear one bicep is 
the same size as my waist. | can’t help but visualize myself 
under his massive frame, wide open for him, and gulp. 
Would | even be able to take all of him? | wonder if he’s just 
as big in other places... 

The air between us is electric, and he looks down at me with 
undisguised lust that makes my juices pool between my 
legs. He seems to sense it as his eyes travel slowly down my 
body, drinking in every last centimeter, lingering over my 
hips and breasts, but in a way that holds no disrespect, only 
sheer desire. | suck in my breath, feeling lightheaded. | like 
him looking at me. 

His eyes rake back up my body, lingering on my lips before 
meeting my eyes. He smiles, slowly, and | wonder if he’s 
going to try and take me right here in the doorway. 

| wonder if | would even try to stop him. 

Instead he steps aside so | can lock the door, and as | turn | 
notice my hands are trembling. The effect this man has on 
me is insane. 

| follow him down the road to his car, thanking him when he 
holds the door open for me. It’s a black Mercedes with tinted 
windows, sleek and smooth. | slip inside, feeling the sun 
warmed leather under my thighs, and take a deep breath. 


He doesn’t speak much on the way to the bistro, other than 
to ask for directions, but there’s no awkward silence. He’s 
clearly a man of few words, more suited to action perhaps. 
Again | wonder what he does, but | don’t want to start 
barking questions at him. Part of me doesn’t want to know, 
because if it turns out to be something super unethical, then 
what? I’m not going to compromise my values for a guy, no 
matter how hot he is. 

No matter how much | might want to. 

| take the opportunity to study him as he drives, while trying 
not to get caught staring. He’s so handsome | can’t fathom 
it. His profile is strong, with a firm jaw and almost hard 
features, but the full lips and feline shaped eyes set them off 
perfectly. The scar, a thin silver line from cheek to jaw, 
doesn’t mar his features at all... if anything it adds to his 
uniqueness. His hair is cropped short, almost a military cut, 
and dark, his eyes a bright, bright blue. Irish eyes, my mom 
would say, and he does have that downtown Irish-American 
accent. It’s sexy as hell. The sheer size of him fills the car. | 
shift in my seat and make myself look out the window, 
before | make it obvious that just looking at him makes me 
want to faint with lust. 

We reach the bistro and I’m both relieved and nervous to see 
it’s quiet. Relieved so we will be able to chat in private, 
nervous because the thought of being on my own with him 
for much longer makes me just want to release my inner 
nymph. Before | met Nick, | didn’t even know she existed. 
The truth is, I’m still a virgin. I’ve barely even been kissed. | 
hope that doesn’t turn him off, but | know he’s probably 
expecting that | will have at least some experience. 
Everything I’ve been fantasizing about him doing to me, I’ve 
never even done for real. The thought of having my first 
time with someone like Nick is as terrifying as it is 
exhilarating. 

We find a nice table by the window and Nick holds a chair 
out for me. I’m touched at these old-fashioned displays of 


gentlemanliness, especially because | get the impression it 
might not be a role he’s used to playing. | bet he doesn’t 
spend much time in riverside bistros either. 

As he goes to sit down | hear a buzz. His phone, judging by 
the way he glowers down at his pocket. 

“I'll be right back,” he says and goes to the men’s room. The 
waitress brings over a menu, and | order a pink lemonade 
and ask her to come back for Nick’s order. | try and guess 
what he will have. A beer? No, not on a lunch date and he’s 
driving. A Pepsi? No, a black coffee, | decide. That suits him. 
Double espresso. 

Two guys enter the quiet cafe, laughing loudly. As they walk 
over to the counter | notice the slight sway in their 
movements and grimace to myself. Drunk by midday? 
They’re both in their thirties, dressed in suits. City-types, out 
for a boozy lunch. This is hardly the place for it. 

The owner, an old woman with an iron colored bun, seems to 
think so too, clicking her tongue in disapproval as they 
saunter up to the counter. One of them looks round, sees 
me, and leers. My heart sinks as he starts to make his way 
over to me. 

“Well, well, well, aren’t you pretty?” He stands over me, 
making no attempt to hide the fact he’s trying to look down 
the front of my dress. | pull my shoulders back and look up 
at him, keeping my voice firm. 

“I’m with someone,” | say. 

He shrugs, and continues as though | hadn’t spoken. He’s 
still leering down my top. 

“Nice tits,” he says, and reaches a hand out as if he intends 
to grab me. | freeze, and then reach for my glass. It’s the 
only way I can think of to defend myself from this creep. 

| don’t need to. Another figure looms above us both. 

Nick. 

“Get the fuck away from her,” he says in a low voice that’s 
almost a growl, “before | take your fucking head off your 
shoulders and shove it up your ass.” 


The man swings round, all cockiness, opening his mouth to 
retort. Then he goes still as he takes in the man in front of 
him. He looks Nick up and down, and immediately his whole 
demeanor changes. 

“| didn’t mean any harm,” he gabbles, “it was just a joke.” 
Nick jerks his head towards me. 

“Does she look like she’s laughing?” 

The man shakes his head and starts to stammer an apology. 
Nick ignores him, instead grabs him by his collar and drags 
him to the door, shoving him outside. 

“Don’t let me see you here again,” he snarls, then turns 
towards the other man at the counter, who’s watching the 
proceedings with his mouth hanging open. 

“You. Out,” Nick barks, and the man all but runs out of the 
door after his friend. The waitress and the owner are staring 
at Nick wide-eyed. 

“I’m sorry about that,” Nick says. The lady shakes her head. 
“Don’t be sorry, | should be thanking you. Have a drink on 
the house?” 

Nick nods in appreciation. 

“I'll have a cranberry juice,” he says, completely surprising 
me. 

He sits down opposite me, and his eyes are full of concern. 
“Are you Okay?” 

| nod. I’m more than okay. Now that the danger has passed 
my thumping heart rate and elevated pulse has nothing to 
do with fear. Watching him defend me like that, and drag 
that guy out...my whole body is thumping with desire. It was 
the sort of testosterone fuelled display | would normally 
hate, but | know that from him this isn’t a performance. This 
is who he is. 

And it turns me on. | let my eyes travel over his frame, over 
those big arms and strong thighs, and think about him 
taking ownership of me. He’s a caveman. There’s something 
primal and raw and just so completely male about him, and 
despite myself my body responds to him of its own accord. 


He notices me checking him out and meets my gaze. My 
desire makes me bold and | stare right back. | can feel the 
warmth between my legs as his gaze travels from my eyes to 
my lips to my breasts and back again, leaving a burning trail 
of where | want his mouth to be. My mouth goes dry and | 
swallow and look away. When | look back, there's a small 
smile of triumph on his face. 

“What are you thinking?” | ask, trying to defuse the 
moment. 

Stupid question. He answers in a casual tone, as if it’s the 
most natural topic in the world. 

“I’m thinking about how much I want to have you.” 

| can’t help it. My cheeks flame at the same time as | feel a 
rush of wetness between my thighs. | glance around the 
quiet bistro, but no one seems to have heard. 

“That’s your seduction technique?” | try to tease, to break 
the growing intensity with humor, but Nick just shrugs. | 
realize he isn’t at all embarrassed any more than he is 
showing off...that he completely doesn’t care what anyone 
else thinks. 

“| don’t see the point in beating around the bush. | want you 
Jenna. That’s why | came to find you. | Knew as soon as | saw 
you | wanted to make you mine.” 

| realize he’s serious. This isn’t some offbeat pick-up line. 
What this guy wants he gets, and he’s decided he wants me. 
Right now, | have no idea whether I’m excited or terrified. 
My body does though. Every nerve ending is screaming for 
his touch, my clit throbs between my legs and | feel my 
nipples stiffen and harden, begging to be kissed. | bite my 
lip, flustered, and notice the desire flare in his eyes. 

“You look so goddamn sexy when you do that,” he all but 
growls. | stop biting my lip. 

| don’t know how to respond. | want him, of course | do, and | 
know he knows it. But how do I tell him I’ve never done this 
before? That the things my body is crying out for him to do 
to me I have never actually experienced? 


| wonder if he will still want me when he finds out. 

“What’s wrong?” he asks, cutting through my thoughts. His 
voice is soft. Perhaps he has a sensitive side to him after all. 
As he’s being so plain with me, | decide to tell him the truth. 
Well, sort of. 

“I'm...flattered,” | begin. Nick raises an eyebrow. 

“If you’re going to try and tell me the feeling’s not mutual,” 
he says casually, “then we both know that’s bullshit.” 

The arrogance of him! He’s so self-assured. | bet he’s never 
been turned down in his life. | almost want to reject his 
advances just to wipe that confidence off his face, but he is 
of course right. We both know it would be bullshit. 

“It’s not that,” I say, feeling myself blush again. “It’s 
just...l’m not very experienced. With men.” 

| wait for him to look disappointed, but that’s not what 
happens. Instead | see his eyes darken and he leans towards 
me, his voice low. 

“Good. | want to be the first man to show you what real 
pleasure is.” 

You'll be the first man to show me any pleasure at all, | think. 
I’m about to just bite the bullet and tell him when the 
waitress appears at our table with her notebook. I’m not 
hungry at all. Not for food, anyway. 

| order scrambled eggs and avocado, and am not surprised 
when Nick orders a Super large continental breakfast. He 
looks like he eats entire cows for breakfast. 

We eat, and the intensity drops down a gear. I’m glad, or | 
would have been melting in my seat. Instead, we make small 
talk. Or rather, Nick asks me questions and listens intently 
while I tell him about the boutique, about Maddie, even a 
little about my mom. He’s so easy to talk to, yet he gives 
nothing away about himself. 

We finish eating and | look at the clock. The time has sped 
by and | need to get back to work. l'Il have to attempt to grill 
him another day. 


“| need to go,” | say, and | hear the disappointment in my 
voice. He nods. 

“Let’s go,” he says, standing up and holding out a hand. Part 
of me bristles - | can get to my feet by myself - but I also 
want to take the opportunity to touch him. | let him pull me 
to my feet, and he makes no secret of the way he takes in 
every inch of me as I stand up. My hand disappears into his. 
He tips the waitress handsomely, leaving her staring after 
him brazenly, and we go back outside to the car. | get in and 
am about to clip the buckle of my belt when | feel his hand 
under my chin, tipping my face towards his, his eyes dark 
with desire. 

“Jenna,” he says and there’s a question in his words. | inhale 
sharply. He wants to kiss me. He’s asking if he can kiss me. 

| nod, and he instantly crushes me to him, his lips parting 
mine roughly, his hands entwining in my hair. He pulls me 
onto his lap and | straddle him, feeling my dress ride up my 
thighs. | don’t so much kiss him back as submit to him, 
moaning in acquiescence into his mouth as his tongue 
pushes against mine. One hand goes down to the small of 
my back. The other is at the nape of my neck tugging on my 
hair. The sensation is so delicious | whimper, and he holds 
me tighter. 

| run my hands over his chest, his arms, taking in the 
strength and hardness of him. All I can think of is how much 
| want his body against mine. | can feel the crotch of my 
panties damp against his jeans. There’s no disguising how 
much | want him. 

He lets me go, leaving me panting, and kisses me lightly on 
the tip of my nose. 

“Let’s get you back to work.” 

As | settle myself back into my own seat | try to steady my 
breath, taking in what’s just happened. Part of me is glad he 
was enough of a gentleman to not just try and take me right 
here in his car, the rest of me is screaming out for him to 


carry on. My whole body feels alive, every inch of my skin 
raw and aching. 

We pull up outside Uptown Girls and | hesitate before | get 
out of the car, wondering where we go from here. Nick 
speaks first. 

“Are you free tomorrow night?” | can hear the expectation in 
his voice that yes, I’m free for him. | should say no and claw 
back some kind of control, but who am | kidding? The only 
thing | have going on tomorrow night is a date with Cleo and 
a microwave meal. 

That gives me an idea. 

“Yes. How about | cook us dinner?” | love cooking, but rarely 
bother when it’s just for me. He looks surprised, then 
pleased. 

“Okay.” 

| give my address and jump out of the car before he kisses 
me again. | can’t go into work a damp mess. 

| watch him drive off, and the reality of what has just 
happened hits me. I’ve invited this caveman to my house. 

| have no idea what I’m getting myself into. 


CHAPTER 5 


Jenna 


It only occurred to me about four o’clock this afternoon that | 
have no clue what to cook him. What does a guy like that 
eat? Steak seems too easy, and | can hardly cook up a huge 
breakfast like the one he had at the bistro for a dinner date. 
In the end | settle on a pie. Beef, red wine and Spanish 
onion. 

When it takes me three attempts to get the short crust right, 
| wish I’d gone for steak. 

l'm so nervous | can barely concentrate. | get ready quickly, 
having the usual panic about what to wear before | go fora 
simple pink blouse and white jeans with some cute pumps. | 
don’t bother with too much make-up. Between my nerves 
and the kitchen, it will just sweat off. 

Not to mention the desire. I’ve been thinking about the way 
he kissed me all day. Never, ever have | been kissed like 
that, or even thought a kiss could be like that. His mouth on 
mine was almost commanding, his hands holding me like | 
have always been and always will be his. It’s crazy, but | 
keep coming back to that feeling of being completely and 
utterly owned. Not in some kind of creepy, controlling way. 
This is something primal. My body responds to this like 
we've been made to fit together. 

It thrills me as much as it scares me. 

Tonight, I’ve resolved to find out more about this mysterious 
‘businessman.’ No kissing until he’s answered some of my 
questions. At least, that’s what I’m trying to tell myself. 

| check the pie, keeping it warm in the oven, and the greens 
in the pot. Everything looks fantastic, my mom would be 
proud. I’m tempted to take a picture and send it to her. | 


think of how her jaw would drop if | sent her a picture of Nick 
and giggle to myself. 

Is this what you meant when you told me not to settle Mom? 
There’s a knock at the door, and | catch my breath. He’s 
here. | run a hand through my hair, trying to smooth the 
waves, before | open the door. 

My God, I think as | see him, my mouth growing dry and heat 
pooling in the pit of my belly. He’s wearing black jeans that 
are tighter than usual, molded to those strong thighs, and a 
tight - very tight - blue t-shirt that brings out the color of his 
eyes. He gives me a slow, sexy smile, and I have to resist 
falling into his arms. 

As he follows me into the kitchen, Cleo comes too, appearing 
from god-knows-where to jump up on the kitchen counter. 
She’s purring loudly and trying to butt her head against 
Nick. | glare at her. Traitor. As he rubs her ears she falls onto 
her back and exposes her belly, wriggling around in delight. 
“Friendly cat,” he says. She meows at him and tries to knead 
his shirt. Wow. Even my cat can’t get enough of him. 
Shaking my head, | pick her up and put her outside the back 
door. She mews at me angrily as | shut the door on her. 
“What’s for dinner?” Nick asks as | come back into the 
kitchen. | tell him. “Sounds good,” he says. 

“It’s not very exciting,” | apologize, “but | had to guess what 
you like.” 

He grins, which makes him look younger and totally 
adorable. 

“I'm not fussy. Not about food, anyway.” 

“What are you fussy about?” | ask, holding my breath for his 
answer. 

“Women,” he answers and | feel a thrill of delight, “I’m very 
fussy about my women.” 

“And what is it you like in a woman?” | say, cringing at my 
interview-like tone. I’m trying to flirt, but | just don’t have 
the sophistication for it. And flirting in the face of Nick’s 
straightforward admissions of lust seems redundant. 


He goes along with it though, raking his eyes over me and 
lingering on every inch. 

“Golden, kind of wild hair. The sort of hair | can bury my 
hands in. A full mouth that | want to slip my tongue inside. 
My cock too.” 

| feel myself go red. | seem to blush like a schoolgirl around 
this guy. | should find this offensive, | think, but | don’t at all. 
Instead I’m pinned to where | stand by his gaze, imagining 
in technicolor everything he describes, and thrumming with 
desire as he continues. 

His eyes drop to my breasts and | see him swallow. I’m not 
the only one that’s turned on here. 

“Full, round tits that will fit into my hands while | lick and 
suck your nipples until you’re on the edge. A tiny waist | can 
fit my hands around while you ride me, and curvy hips and a 
nice, fleshy ass | can grab when | take you from behind.” 

His gaze lingers just briefly between my legs before he looks 
me in the eyes again. 

“But it’s not just about the body. | like a woman who has 
something about her. Sweet, but sassy. Who has her own 
ambitions and drive. Sound like anyone you know, Jenna?” 
He’s teasing me, and | wish | hadn’t started this. 

“Maybe,” I say, trying to sound cool but my voice trembles. | 
lean back on the counter. My thighs feel weak. 

He steps closer to me. 

“What about you, Jenna? What do you want in a man?” 

| can’t answer. This close, | can smell the clean, musky scent 
of him and am acutely aware of his strong body towering 
over me. | remember what it felt like to straddle those 
thighs. 

Nick takes my hand and lifts it to his mouth. “Let me help 
you,” he says, nibbling my palm. “How about lips that want 
to do nothing but taste your pussy? Or arms that want to 
pick you up and take you over that counter right now?” He 
moves my hand to his chest and without thinking about 


what I’m doing I’m grabbing a handful of his t-shirt and 
pulling him towards me, unable to take any more. 

He leans down, his mouth just inches from mine, his hands 
at my waist now. 

“Is that what you want Jenna?” 

| want to say yes, I’m giddy with desire, but I’m not sure 
what he’s asking me. To have sex here, now, in the kitchen? 
My treacherous body seems just fine with that idea, but this 
is not quite how | imagined my first time to be. Of course, he 
doesn’t know that it would be. 

| have to tell him. But I don’t. Instead | press my lips against 
his boldly, hungry for the taste of him, and he groans into 
my mouth and pulls me tighter to him. His thigh pushes 
between my legs, pressing on my throbbing clit, and | can 
feel him hard on my leg. He feels huge, and | doubt it’s just 
the jeans. My tummy fizzes. Would it hurt? | wonder. Then he 
buries his hands in my hair and teases my mouth with his 
tongue and | can feel any logical thought process scattering. 
My body takes over and | run my hands over his butt, pulling 
him further into me. The small part of me that still has any 
control is amazed at my sudden boldness. | should slow this 
down, but I don’t want to. | really don’t want to. Being in 
Nick’s arms is delicious. 

He moves his mouth down to my neck, his hand pulling at 
my hair at the base of it in a way that makes my scalp tingle. 
| let him tip my head back and moan as he nibbles at my 
neck and across my collarbone. His other hand lingers over 
my breast, just the lightest of touches on my blouse, and | 
arch my back and push myself into him. His hand closes 
over me and | moan. My breath is coming in pants as he 
kisses down into the valley between my breasts that’s just 
visible, and I’m desperate for his mouth on me. It’s a relief 
when he unbuttons my blouse and starts to kiss the mounds 
of my breasts that shows above my bra. | bury one hand in 
his hair, steadying myself on the counter with the other. 


He looks up at me with a wicked gleam in his eyes as he 
pulls down the cup of my bra and flicks my nipple with his 
tongue. It’s such a naughty, unexpected feeling that | 
whimper. It’s as though a rush of electricity goes straight 
from my nipple down to my crotch. | feel a deep longing 
inside me, a need to be filled by him. It’s so overwhelming 
it’s almost more than I can handle and he seems to sense it, 
straightening up and looking down at me. His hand strokes 
my cheek, surprisingly tender. 

“Is this okay?” he asks. | nod. Overwhelming or not, | don’t 
want him to stop. | never want him to stop. 

He kisses me, deep and slow, and gently pushes off my 
blouse before expertly unclipping my bra. He palms my 
breasts with those rough hands and my nipples stiffen 
beneath his touch. He pushes my breasts together and runs 
his thumbs over the tips while nibbling on my lower lip. 
Then he pulls away again, staring at me intently he runs a 
hand down my belly, over the waistband of my jeans and 
pauses just above the mound of my pussy. 

“| want to taste you.” He says. | gasp. 

“Do you want that Jenna?” His voice is low, thick with desire. 
“Do you want to feel my mouth on your pussy?” 

| hesitate. Then | nod, blushing furiously. He raises an 
eyebrow and moves his hand back to my belly, sensing 
something is wrong. | have to tell him. 

“| haven’t...no one has ever done that before.” 

He looks surprised, but judging by the hardening against my 
thigh it turns him on too. 

“This will be the first time a guy has gone down on you?” He 
sounds incredulous. | realize he doesn’t understand the full 
extent of my inexperience. This is the perfect time to tell 
him, but something holds me back. 

| don’t want him to stop. 

“Yes,” | say. He smiles. His obvious delight in doing 
something new for me is almost sweet. His hand goes to the 
fly of my jeans and slowly unbuttons them. Then he stops. 


“I want you to be comfortable. Can we go somewhere else?” 
| nod, and lead him into the lounge. | sit back on the sofa, 
and Nick kneels between my legs, his hands on my hips. 
“Let’s get these off,” he says, tugging at my jeans. | lift my 
hips and he slides them down my thighs and calves. | kick 
off my pumps and he tugs them off my feet. | havea 
moment of embarrassment as his eyes travel up my legs to 
my crotch and fight the urge to cover my panties. When he 
starts to kiss his way up the inside of my leg, his eyes on me 
the whole time, | forget about the embarrassment. As his 
mouth reaches the inside of my thigh he pushes me gently 
back into the cushions. | relax my upper body, opening my 
legs wider by instinct as his mouth reaches the point where 
my skin reaches my underwear. 

He kisses me through the thin satin and | feel a rush of 
wetness. My pussy is throbbing, not just my clit now but 
inside. | can feel myself contracting, wanting him inside me. 
My lower stomach is tense, and my nipples tingling in time 
with the throbbing in my lower body. | close my eyes, 
moaning loudly as he slips my panties to one side. 

As his mouth touches my skin | cry out at the unfamiliar 
sensation. This is nothing like my hand, and way better than 
I’ve been imagining. He uses his hand to gently part my 
folds, flicking his tongue over my clit, and | grab at the 
cushions as a wave of pleasure floods me. He carries on, 
gently lapping at me, his pace unhurried, and I’m pushing 
my hips at him, wanting more. Needing more. He puts his 
hands on my hips, keeping me in place, making me go at 
the pace he sets, and my moan is equal parts desire and 
frustration. | can feel my orgasm building slowly but surely. 
Finally he speeds up his motion, and I’m gasping as he runs 
a hand up my belly and gently pinches my nipple. 

“Oh God, yes,” | whimper. | want this so badly now, | want all 
of it. To come in his mouth and then have him push himself 
inside me and claim me. | no longer care if it hurts. Right 
now I’m his, all of me. Every inch. 


He stops, looking up at me, just as my orgasm is nearing. | 
have to stop myself from bucking my hips at him and 
begging him to continue. His lips are wet from me. 

“I want you to come in my mouth. I’m going to eat your 
pussy while you climax.” 

| can’t do anything but nod, then throw my head back as he 
buries his head between my legs, his tongue working more 
quickly now. When I orgasm, it’s in wave after wave of 
crashing pleasure that seems to go on and on. As if froma 
distance | hear someone crying out, then realize it’s me. 
When it’s finally over | lie back in the cushions, my body 
weak and spent. He laps at me gently as if wanting to taste 
every last drop, then kisses my mound before kneeling up 
between my legs. Other than my juices gleaming around his 
mouth, he looks utterly composed. I’m a complete mess, half 
naked and breathing heavily, but | don’t care. 

“That felt so good,” | say, in what just may be the 
understatement of the century. He smiles and leans forward 
and kisses me. | can smell my own musky scent on him, and 
it reminds me of where his mouth has just been. 

He starts to slip his fingers inside me, and | flinch. In spite of 
how wet and open | am, there’s a slight resistance. Not 
painful exactly, more uncomfortable. He looks at me with a 
question in his eyes and | bite my lip. I’ve left it too late, but 
| have to tell him now. 

“There’s something | should tell you,” | say, and he moves 
his hand and sits back, waiting. | sit up, feeling incredibly 
exposed now, and pull a blanket around myself. He waits. 
“When I said | wasn’t very experienced...well, | meant I’m 
not experienced at all.” 

He looks shocked. 

“You mean...?” 

| nod, feeling incredibly vulnerable. Will he leave, now, or 
feel I’ve lied to him? 

“Yes,” | say miserably. “I’m a virgin.” 


| look down, waiting for him to say something. He doesn’t. 
When | look up again, his expression is unreadable. 

“I'm sorry,” | say, deflated. “I should have said something 
before. | understand if you want to go.” 

“Why would | want to go?” 

| look up, Surprised. 

“Well, | thought you would be expecting...something else.” 
He gets up and sits down next to me, taking my hand. 
“Jenna,” he says with a serious note in his voice, “I’m going 
to have you, but your first time is not going to be like this.” 
“You still want me?” 

“Want you?” his voice is almost a growl, “Did you think this 
would put me off? | want you even more now. I’m going to be 
the first man who’s ever been inside you. You'll be mine.” 

| feel my desire return at his words. 

Then | remember dinner. 

| wriggle back into my jeans, embarrassed to feel that 
they’re still damp at the crotch, and go back into the 
kitchen. 

“Oh no...it’s ruined.” The pie has gone dry from too long in 
the oven, and the greens have been simmering so long 
they’re mush. | didn’t realize how much time had passed. 
“Don’t worry,” Nick says with a smile, “I’ve already eaten.” 
| look at him quizzically, and then look away quickly as | 
understand what he means. He walks over to me and puts 
his hand on my jaw, rubbing my lips with his thumb. Then 
he pushes it slowly into my mouth. | see him narrow his eyes 
as | suck it and it makes me bold. | suck harder. He leans 
forward, takes his hand from my mouth and kisses me long 
and slow. Then he straightens up and kisses me lightly on 
the forehead in a tender gesture that I’m not expecting. 
“I’m going to go,” he says and | feel a stab of 
disappointment. “I’ve got an early start,” he explains. Ah, 
the mysterious business. | didn’t find out one thing about 
him. 

“Okay,” I say, trying to sound nonchalant. 


“I'll pick you up tomorrow morning,” he says. | frown. 

“I'll be at the shop tomorrow.” 

“Take the afternoon off.” 

| start to protest. Then | think about it and decide he’s got a 
point. Between the shop and designing I’ve been working 
really long hours, and Maddie has barely been in the last few 
days. I’m due some time off. 

“Where are we going?” | ask. 

“You'll see.” 

Mr. Mysterious again. | quite like the idea of a mystery date 
though, so once again | don’t question him. 

| really must stop letting him get his own way. 

As | see him out, he turns to me at the door. | wait for him to 
kiss me again, but he doesn’t. Instead he looks at me fora 
few long moments, not saying a word, then turns and walks 
out. 

“Tomorrow,” he throws back over his shoulder. | don’t 
answer, but watch him walk down the road toward his car. 
His walk is confident, but not in a cocky, swaggering way. 
More like someone comfortable in his own authority. It would 
never occur to a man like Nick to be scared of the dark. 

As | think it, something catches my eye on the other side of 
the road. | look over, and for a moment I see a figure in the 
shadows, standing still in the entrance to the local park. 

| have that feeling you get when you know someone is 
watching you. My flesh tingles, but not in a pleasant way. 
More as if something is crawling all over it. 

| look harder, but there’s no one there. 


CHAPTER 6 


Nick 


She’s a fucking virgin. Thinking about it afterwards, the 
signs were there. She’s too sweet, blushing every time | look 
at her or make a comment about how goddamn fuckable she 
is. When she said no man had ever put his mouth on her, it 
was obvious. | was too focused on tasting that sweet pussy 
of hers to give it too much thought. 

Today, I’m going to do more than taste her. I’m going to 
make sure her first time is enough that she will never want 
any other man. | know | might have to hold back though, | 
don’t want to hurt her. Now that | know, | feel a sense of 
responsibility to make sure this is right for her. 

Holding back isn’t going to be easy. Knowing she’s a virgin 
brings out both my protective side and sharpens every 
instinct | have to take her over and over until she’s damp 
and whimpering in my arms. | want to bring out every desire 
she’s never known she had, but I also want her first time to 
be special. 

Which is why I’ve done my best to pull out all the stops. 
Romance isn’t my strong point, it’s not something I’ve ever 
had much time for. Luckily, a leaflet for a luxury spa offering 
‘honeymoon’ packages was dropped in my mail a few weeks 
ago. It’s been lying on top of a pile of letters | need to shred 
ever since. | had to pay extra to book us a room at such 
short notice, but it will be worth it to see the look on her 
face. 

| want to see the look on her face when she comes on my 
dick for the first time. The thought makes me hard straight 
away. I’ve never wanted a woman so much, and even though 
| know | should really keep away from her, at least until this 


operation is over, now that I’ve found her I have no intention 
of letting her slip away. My need for her is keeping me awake 
at night. | want her in my bed, in my home, in my life. | want 
to fill her with my seed. My cock twitches at the thought. 
Finally it’s time to pick her up. | honk the horn impatiently 
outside the shop, and am rewarded by her almost instant 
appearance. 

She looks stunning. She’s pulled her hair back into a braid 
and is wearing some kind of lacy top and a pair of pants that 
fit her hips and thighs like a second skin. As she reaches the 
car | see she’s wearing more make-up than usual and her 
eyes are big and sultry. If | didn’t know how innocent she is, 
I'd drive her somewhere and take her over the hood of my 
Car. 

“Get in,” | say, opening the door. She slides in, giving mea 
shy smile. | wonder if she’s been thinking about last night. | 
hope so. 

“So, where are we going?” she asks as | drive off. 

“Wait and see. How are things at the shop?” 

“We're quiet today. Maddie still moaned at me leaving her 
though.” 

“Do you think you'll ever go solo?” 

She nods. 

“I know Maddie's heart isn’t really in it, not long term 
anyway. I’m saving up to buy her out.” 

| love the passion in her voice when she talks about her 
business. 

“How about you?” | hear the curiosity in her voice. “How was 
your...business?” 

She’s fishing for information, and | can’t blame her. I’ve been 
careful not to tell her anything about myself that could put 
her in danger. While I’m undercover, | can’t even tell her I’m 
a cop. 

“Things are good,” | say, and turn on the radio, making it 
clear that line of questioning is over. | feel her staring at me, 
and | know she must be trying to figure me out. 


As soon as it’s safe and Viktor is behind bars, | can tell her 
what | am. Until then, she’s going to have to wonder. 

Thirty minutes later and we pull up outside the spa. Her 
eyes go wide. 

“We're going here?” 

“I've booked us a room, with a hot tub. And you a massage.” 
With a female masseuse, obviously. l'm not paying for 
another man to put his hands anywhere near Jenna’s body. 
“Oh! But | haven’t brought a change of clothes.” 

You won't need any, | think. 

“We get robes.” 

“The cat. | haven’t fed the cat.” 

She’s nervous, one hand wringing at the other. Maybe this 
was too much. | did say | wasn’t good with romance. 

“Jenna, | can take you home if that’s what you want. And you 
don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.” 

There’s a long, horrible moment where she just looks at me, 
then she shakes her head and says slowly, “No. No I don’t 
want to go home. This is....obeautiful. | just wasn’t expecting 
it.” 

“You're beautiful,” | say, and | mean it. “Let’s go.” | get out of 
the car and hold the door open for her. She smiles up at me 
as she gets out and | try not to make it obvious I’m staring 
down her top, where the mounds of her tits are visible under 
the lace. | can feel myself start to get stiff as | remember 
sucking on them last night while she moaned. | tear my eyes 
away as she straightens up and start off towards the 
entrance of the spa. 

Behind the reception desk sits a red haired girl wearing too 
much make-up and enough perfume to make me cough. She 
simpers at me, practically batting her eyelashes, and it 
annoys me. She can see Jenna right next to me. | put my arm 
around Jenna as | speak. 

“Reservation for Mr. and Mrs. Smith.” 

The girl looks pointedly at my empty wedding finger as she 
passes me a room key, two robes and two sets of towels. | 


ignore her. She gets paid to mind her own business. 

As we walk to our room, Jenna raises an eyebrow at me. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Smith? Could you be any more generic?” 

| shrug. Maybe | could have given the name more thought. | 
look over at her. 

“You're not complaining about me booking you in as my wife 
though,” | point out. She looks down, blushing. | love how 
easily | can make her blush. 

She gives a gasp of delight as we enter the room. | made 
sure we got one of the best, and even I’m impressed. The 
huge bed has been covered in rose petals. 

“Nick, this is amazing. Thank you.” She looks around like 
she can’t believe her eyes. 

“We've even got a breakfast balcony,” she points towards 
the glass doors. Then she squeals as she notices the hot tub 
on the other side of the room. 

“We have to go in there,” she says. 

“Oh we will,” | say. 

She looks disappointed, “I haven’t got any swim wear,” she 
Says. 

“Do you need it? There’s only me and you here.” 

Her eyes meet mine, and | see her lips half part and her 
pupils dilate at my words as all the implications of that hit 
her. 

“| Suppose not,” she says. 

| look at the ornate clock on the wall. 

“You've got a massage due,” | tell her. She gathers up her 
robe and towel. Before she leaves she stands up on her toes 
to kiss me lightly on the cheek. 

“Thank you,” she says again. 

“You deserve it,” | tell her. 

After she goes | look around the room. It was worth every 
penny. | want her to remember tonight. I’ve heard too many 
women over the years complain that their first time was 
rubbish, that the man was insensitive or hurt them, or didn’t 
care about their pleasure. That isn’t going to be Jenna’s 


experience. l'Il make sure of it. | Know I’m going to have to 
hold back though, because what | really want is to fuck her 
hard and deep and fast, but | know that will be too much, 
too soon. I’m not a small guy, in any sense of the word. 

| start running the hot tub, adding the complimentary bottle 
of scented oil. It doesn’t smell of anything to me, but Jenna 
might like it. 

Before | can switch off and put my focus exclusively on her, 
I’ve got a call to make. Checking the clock and seeing I’ve 
got forty-five minutes before she’s due to return, | pick up 
my phone and call Argyle. 

Argyle is the man in charge, the one who coordinates 
operations. I’m not very happy with the way he’s 
coordinating this one. 

He answers after one ring. 

“Nick. Where are you?” 

“Having a day off,” | say. It’s got fuck all to do with him 
where | am. I’ve always respected Argyle, he mentored me in 
my early days and has been the closest thing I’ve had toa 
father figure since my dad drank himself to death. Recently 
though I’m becoming restless. | want this job done. 

“So what’s up?” 

“| need a new date for Viktor,” | say. Argyle sighs. 

“Listen Nick, you’re doing an amazing job, but we can’t rush 
these things. It will be before the end of next week.” 
“What’s the delay? It took me months to get in with Viktor. If 
we mess him around now, he’s going to smell a rat and pull 
out.” 

Argyle lowers his voice. 

“It’s rats I’m worried about. I’m concerned there’s a snitch. | 
may be wrong. Either way it’s nothing for you to worry 
about.” 

Nothing for me to worry about? If Viktor thinks for one 
moment I’m not who I say | am, l'Il have a price on my head. 
And while I’m not scared of him or any of his goons, it won’t 
be a fair fight. They'll try to take me out while I’m off guard. 


Which is why I spend my life being on guard, always poised 
for danger. When it comes to fight or flight, my default has 
always been fight. 

“Damn straight it’s for me to worry about. If there’s a leak, 
the whole operation could be blown. We've got enough info 
to put Viktor away maybe, but not long enough. | want him 
off the streets for good.” 

“As do l, Nick. We’re singing from the same hymn sheet 
here.” 

I’m not so sure. All these rumors about a snitch are getting 
to me. We need to run a tight ship or our whole unit is 
compromised. | hate to say it, but Argyle’s slipping. He’s 
been out of the field and behind a desk for too long. 

“If Viktor wants to meet again, just tell him it’s all in hand. 
No longer than a week. Delays aren’t uncommon in this 
business, especially with the tightening up on border 
patrol.” 

My lip curls at the mention of Viktor’s ‘business.’ He needs 
taking down. 

“Fine,” | say. There’s a lot more | could say, but right now | 
want to forget about this shit and focus on Jenna. 

“I'll keep you posted,” Argyle says. 

“You do that.” | end the call, turn my phone off and toss it 
into the couch. No more work tonight. Jenna is my sole 
priority. It’s an unusual feeling. My work has been my focus 
for so long. No woman has been able to derail my attention 
like this. What this girl does to me is something else. 

| pace the room, waiting for her to return. My dick is hard 
just thinking about getting her in that hot tub. That bed. 
Wherever, really. | just want to be inside her. Knowing l'Il be 
the first, and if | get my way, the only man to ever be inside 
that sweet pussy of hers is enough to make me want to 
explode in my pants. 

Jenna comes back from her massage looking more relaxed. 
The fluffy white robe swamps her small frame. 


“Did you enjoy it?” I’m amazed that | feel nervous, that | 
want her approval. 

“It was lovely,” she assures me. “I’ve never felt so relaxed. 
My body feels all kind of loose.” 

She stretches her neck and shoulders, making the robe slip 
down to reveal her shoulders and the tops of her tits, her 
skin shimmering with the oil from her massage. She sees me 
looking and stops, but stares right back at me and makes no 
move to adjust her robe. | can tell she’s getting bolder, 
ready to give in to her own desires. | walk over to her and 
push the robe right down her arms so she’s topless in front 
of me. Her nipples stiffen as the cool air hits them, and she 
inhales sharply but still makes no move, just looks at me 
with those wide, beautiful eyes. Waiting. 

| bend my head and flick my tongue lightly over one nipple. 
She moans and arches her back and I take her whole nipple 
into my mouth, sucking greedily. She moans louder. 

| stop and straighten up and she looks at me, her mouth half 
open. | can see frustration in her eyes. She wants more, and 
I’m quite happy to give it to her. | crush her lips with mine, 
exploring her mouth with my tongue. She tastes so fucking 
good. 

| push the robe further down and she steps out of it, 
standing naked in front of me. She looks away. She’s shy. 
“Jenna,” | say, running a hand over the curve of her hip, 
“look at me.” She does. 

“You're beautiful,” | tell her. “So fucking beautiful, you have 
no idea.” 

She bites her lip. 

“Aren't you going to take your clothes off too?” 

Of course she must feel vulnerable standing there naked like 
that while I’m still fully dressed. I’m more than happy to get 
my clothes off. My cock is straining against my pants so 
badly | think they’re going to split. 

“You take them off,” | say. She hesitates, looking surprised, 
then steps forward and starts to lift the bottom of my t-shirt 


slowly up over my abs. | lift my arms to help her, and I’m so 
much taller than her she’s standing up on her tiptoes to 
push up my sleeves. Her body is pressed close to mine, her 
tits squashed against my belly. | stay still as she pulls at my 
t-shirt, but we’re close enough that | know she can feel how 
rock hard | am for her. 

Finally she gets it off and tosses it on the floor. She runs a 
hand over my chest, her eyes all over me. I’m confident she 
will like what she sees. I’ve always been naturally strong, 
and | keep myself in great shape now because the work | do 
means the stronger | look, the better. 

Her touch is soft and hesitant. 

“Run your fingernails across my chest,” | tell her. She 
obliges, and | groan deep in my throat at her touch. | see her 
nipples stiffen and know she likes that... she likes seeing that 
she turns me on too. 

| take her hand and put it on my waistband. 

“Take my cock out.” 

She fumbles with the zipper, and | see the tremor in her 
hands. Then my cock springs out into them and | see her 
eyes widen. She runs her hand down my shaft and | almost 
explode then and there at her touch. 

“Is that right?” she asks. 

| nod, my breath ragged. Her touch gets harder, squeezing 
my shaft. | palm her breasts, squeezing her nipples and 
enjoying the sound of her whimper. 

“Do you want it in your mouth?” | ask her. She hesitates, and 
then nods. 

“Yes, but you'll have to tell me what to do.” 

“This will be the first cock you’ve ever sucked?” 

She looks embarrassed. 

“I might not be...very good.” 

“Jenna, you're fucking perfect,” | say roughly. | didn’t think it 
was possible for my dick to get any harder, but as | watch 
her go down on her knees and take my cock in her hand, 
looking up at me expectantly, | swear | grow another inch. 


“Put your lips around the tip,” | tell her. She slides her lush 
mouth over the end of my cock. The sight of it disappearing 
into her mouth is too much. | steady myself on the side of 
the hot tub. 

“That’s it. Now move your mouth up and down, and suck 
gently. Use your hand to help you.” Jenna does exactly as | 
ask, and it’s so good my knees are weak and my thighs 
trembling. | rest a hand lightly in her hair, resisting the urge 
to push myself deeper into her mouth. 

“Cup my balls in your other hand. Now squeeze them, not 
too hard. Yes that’s it, that’s so good.” 

She’s really getting into it now, massaging my balls and 
sucking on my dick with genuine enjoyment. Watching her, | 
feel like the luckiest bastard in the world. 

I’m nearing the edge so quickly, | may as well be a virgin 
myself. | pull away and she looks up, a frown line between 
her brows. 

“Was that okay?” 

“That was amazing,” | tell her, lifting her to her feet. “But if 
you carry on, | swear Jenna l'Il come.” 

She looks delighted at that. | love the fact that she wants to 
please me. 

“Come here.” | scoop her up into my arms and she squeals. 
“What are you doing?” 

“Washing that oil off you,” | say as | carry her into the hot 
tub. The water is just the right temperature, and Jenna sinks 
down into the bubbles, throwing her head back. 

“Ohhh, that feels so good.” 

| pull her into my arms and run a hand over the front of her 
body. Her nipples rise above the bubbles, pink and stiff, and 
| run my palms over them. She closes her eyes. Her skin is 
all flushed from the heat, her hair tumbling all over her 
shoulders, and | know she has no idea how gorgeous she 
looks, or what she does to me. 

| run a hand down between her legs and she parts them for 
me, sighing as | massage her folds with the palm of my 


hand. 

“I want you to be mine Jenna. All mine.” 

She opens her eyes. | increase the pressure on her pussy. 
“Do you want me Jenna? Do you want me inside you?” 

“Yes,” she whispers. 

| lift her up so she’s sitting on the edge of the hot tub, her 
legs dangling into the water, and kneel between her wet 
thighs. Looking up at her | continue rubbing her pussy, 
slipping a finger between her inner lips and circling around 
her clit. | feel her pulsing under my hand. | put my face 
between her legs and start to run my tongue over her lips 
while my fingers stroke her clit. Her breath starts to come in 
pants, and | can feel her juices, silky and slick on my tongue. 
Then | run my tongue over her opening, dipping just the tip 
of it inside her. She cries out and pushes herself towards me. 
“Do you want more Jenna?” | look up at her. Her hands grip 
the side of the hot tub and her head is thrown back so her 
back is arched, pushing her tits out. She nods. 

“| want to hear you Say it.” 

“I want more,” she gasps out. 

You're going to get it, sweetheart, | think, turning my 
attention back to her pussy. This time my tongue goes to her 
clit and | start working it, building up the rhythm and 
pressure until she’s moving her hips in time and crying out. 
With one finger I rub the folds of her pussy and massage her 
opening, and then when | can sense she’s about to come | 
Slide the tip of one finger inside her. She’s so wet there’s 
only a little resistance, then she opens up, letting me in. | try 
another finger, and she writhes on my hand, pushing herself 
onto me. | use my other hand to steady her hips, holding her 
back. | don’t want her to hurt herself. | want her wet and 
open and ready for my dick. 

| speed up the action with my tongue and she climaxes, 
crying out as she does. | feel her pussy contract around my 
fingers, clenching and releasing. She puts a hand on the 


back of my head, grinding her self into me when she comes. 
My little wildcat. 

| kneel up between her legs and stroke her face. My fingers 
are still inside her, letting her get used to the sensation. Her 
eyelids are heavy and her lips swollen and red from her 
orgasm. She looks at me with a dreamy look on her face. 
“That was so intense.” 

“Good.” | move my fingers gently inside her and she widens 
her legs. She’s ready. She takes my hand as I climb out of 
the hot tub and | lead her to the bed, then pick her up and 
lay her down on the rose petals. Kneeling over her | drink in 
the sight of her body, naked and wet and ready for me. She 
parts her legs and | lower myself between her thighs, 
positioning my cock at the opening of her pussy. Staring 
deep into her eyes, | push just the tip very gently into her. 
Her eyes fly open and | stop, just slightly inside her. 

“This means you’re mine,” | tell her. “My woman.” 

“Yes,” she says. 

“Say it,” | say as | push myself just a little more inside her. 
Slowly, inch by inch, she opens up around my cock, allowing 
me into her. 

“I’m yours,” she gasps as | move inside her. 

“My woman?” 

“Yes.” She throws her head back and her nails rake across 
my back. “Your woman.” 

| bury myself in her at the same time as | push my tongue 
into her mouth and she moans into me and wraps her legs 
around my hips. Slowly | move inside her, trying not to put 
my full weight onto her, but rocking forward so my pubic 
bone rubs her clit as | move in and out of her. She moves her 
hips in time with mine instinctively, her breath a shallow 
pant as | start to fuck her more deeply. 

I’m trying to hold back, to not go too hard or too fast, but 
she’s so sexy, moaning and writhing under me, that I can 
feel myself getting close to the edge. | take her hands and 


lift her arms above her head, then start to bite and nibble 
her neck. 

“Nick,” she whispers in my ear, “I’m going to come again.” 
Sweet Jesus. | can’t hold back any more. | start to fuck her 
harder and am rewarded by her crying out and pushing 
herself against me. 

“That’s it,” | urge her, “I want you to come all over my dick.” 
She screams as she does and | can’t take it anymore. The 
primal urge to take her and have her is too much and | let 
go, driving myself into her, giving it all to her, until | reach 
my own peak and shout her name, feeling my seed pumping 
into her, filling her up. 

Spent, | roll off her and pull her into my arms. She cuddles 
up to me, placing her head on my chest. 

“Are you okay?” | ask, feeling guilty at how | lost control at 
the end. 

Her voice is thick and lazy with satisfaction. 

“Never been better.” She looks up at me. “I never thought it 
would be like this. Everyone always says your first time is 
just something to get over and done with. That was 
amazing.” 

“There’s more where that came from,” | promise her. | stroke 
her hair, and have an overwhelming urge to scoop her up in 
my arms and protect her from the world. | don’t ever 
remember feeling this way about a woman. She brings out a 
tenderness in me | didn’t even know was there. 

It scares me. | don’t do tender, | can’t afford to. What is this 
woman doing to me? But I’m not going to walk away now, 
not now...she’s mine. | want all of her, not just her body. For 
the first time in my life | see a future with someone. A family. 
Kids, marriage, the whole shebang. 

And | know l'II kill anyone who tries to hurt her. 

“What are you thinking?” she asks me, leaning up on my 
chest. Her hair is still mussed up and | push it back from her 
face. She’s irresistible. | can feel my dick getting hard again 
already. 


“About you,” | answer her, wondering how much | should 
reveal. It’s so quick. | wanted to make her mine but she’s 
claimed me too without even knowing it. 

“What about me?” Her voice is lilting, teasing, and at the 
sound of it I’m instantly stiff. 

“About you sitting on this,” | say, taking her hand and 
putting it on my cock. 

“Again? Already?” She laughs and squeezes me, making me 
groan. | want to say yes, right now, and flip her onto her 
knees but then | remember | have to go easy on her. 

| shake my head. 

“| want you. But | don’t want to make you sore.” 

She kneels up, her hand still on my cock. “I’m not sore,” she 
whispers, running her hand up and down my shaft. She’s a 
quick learner. 

“Get on top. That way you can control the pace.” She looks 
excited at that but nervous too, and I know she’s thinking 
she doesn’t know what to do. | put my hands on her hips and 
help her position herself over me, knees on either side of my 
thighs. She leans forward, placing her hands on my chest to 
steady herself. Her wet pussy glistens just inches from my 
cock and her tits are hanging over my chest, her nipples 
temptingly close to my mouth. She lowers herself so the tip 
of my cock is just brushing her folds, and | use my hand to 
carefully guide just the tip of myself inside her. Her pussy 
contracts around me and | groan. My balls are aching. | want 
to release myself into her again. 

“Take your time sweetheart.” 

Jenna lowers herself onto me, gasping as she does. Her hair 
falls into my face and I grab a handful at the nape of her 
neck. She lowers herself forward, moaning lightly in my ear 
and starts to move herself on my cock in a slow, increasingly 
deeper rhythm. She’s still soaking from earlier, so my cock 
slips inside her easily and she’s soon taking all of it and 
rocking herself back and forth. | grab the cheeks of her ass 
and fight to stop myself from grabbing her hips and 


thrusting up into her. She rocks on me with circling 
movements that are driving me insane. When she starts to 
move faster and her breath speeds up in time with her 
movements | know she’s getting close. She straightens up 
and grinds herself on to me. Her nervousness is gone now, 
she’s getting into it fully. Her head is tipped back her eyes 
closed as she gives herself over to the sensation and she 
looks fucking beautiful. Watching her ride my body while I’m 
trying desperately not to move is too much. I’m on the edge 
and | need to come again. To pump my seed into her until 
she’s full with it and it drips down her thighs along with her 
juices. Where our bodies meet, we’re both slick with sweat 
and cum and the sight of her wet little pussy working on my 
cock is the most amazing thing I’ve ever witnessed. 

“Oh God, Nick,” she breathes and by the way she contracts 
around my dick I know she’s going to come. | can’t help it..| 
grab her hips and as she climaxes | push up into her hard 
and fast, again and again until | bellow as I spill my seed 
inside her. 

She collapses on top of me, breathing heavily into my ear. | 
run a hand down her back, feeling the curve where her tiny 
waist gives way to those curvy hips. 

“I'm done,” she laughs, rolling off me. “I feel like I’ve run a 
marathon.” 

“Did | hurt you?” 

“Not at all.” 

She looks down at herself and grimaces. 

“I'm all sticky.” The way she wrinkles her nose makes me 
laugh. 

“That’s exactly how you should be sweetheart. Why don’t 
you go and get in that hot tub and l'II find the menu for 
room service.” 

“Room service too? You’re spoiling me.” She sashays across 
the room, no nerves about displaying her lush body now, 
and climbs into the hot tub, lying back with an expression 
on her face like a contented cat. | can’t take my eyes off her. 


“What do you want to eat?” 

“Anything. Burger and fries.” 

| laugh. “Very sophisticated.” | order us both the biggest 
burgers they have with extra fries, then go into the 
bathroom suite and have a shower, although I’m reluctant to 
wash her scent off me. 

After we eat | join her in the hot tub. We don’t fuck again, 
but | spend time kissing her all over and exploring her 
curves. Finally we go to bed early, and she falls asleep in my 
arms, curled up like a cat. 

| lie awake for a while, watching her sleep. | know I’ve fallen 
for her. 

| make a vow that l'Il never let her go. 


CHAPTER 7 


Jenna 


Where am |? 

| wake up disoriented and on unfamiliar sheets. Then the 
memories of yesterday hit me. | stretch, feeling an ache in 
my thighs and between my legs. It’s not unpleasant, just 
different. Like my body knows something has changed. 

It was perfect. All my fantasizing about the perfect first time 
and the disappointment of knowing it would never be that 
way. | was right, it wasn’t that way...it was somehow even 
better. 

| turn over in the bed, looking for him, but he’s not here. | 
have a moment of panic before | see his jacket still tossed 
over the chair near the window. | sit up and look around me, 
taking it all in. 

The hot tub is still full, and rose petals are scattered all over 
the place. I think | have some in my hair. 

The door opens, and Nick walks in. The sight of him makes 
my stomach flip. He’s holding bagels and take-out coffee. 

“I went to use the gym downstairs,” he explained. “You 
looked so cute snoring away that | didn’t want to wake you.” 
“I do not snore!” | protest, horrified. He sits down next to me 
and hands me a coffee and bagel with cream cheese. | don’t 
usually eat breakfast, but what the hell? It looks delicious. 

| watch him as | eat, and there’s something different about 
him too. He seems more relaxed, looser almost, and 
something else... 

Happy. He seems happy. My tummy gives a little flip of joy at 
the thought that this is down to me. He’s happy because of 
me. | know the feeling is mutual as I’m falling for him hard 
and fast. Already the thought of not having him in my life 


leaves an empty space. In just a few days he has changed 
everything. 

But I still don’t know anything about him. | try to tell myself 
it doesn’t matter, but | know it does. What if he’s a criminal? 
Or a spy? I can’t think of any other reason why he would be 
SO secretive. 

Then a horrible thought occurs to me and my stomach 
plummets. He sees my expression and frowns. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Are you married?” | blurt out. The look of utter incredulity 
on his face gives me my answer. 

“Why the hell would | be married?” 

| feel silly now. 

“You're just very secretive,” | point out. | mean, if he’s not 
going to tell me things he can hardly blame me for jumping 
to my own conclusions can he? 

Nick puts his bagel down and looks me straight in the eyes 
with that intense stare he his. 

“Can you trust me, Jenna? My work is secretive, but | 
promise you when I can, l'Il tell you. And no, I’m definitely 
not married.” 

| breathe a sigh of relief, but of course now I’m even more 
intrigued, not to mention worried. What if he’s part of the 
Mafia? Do they even take Irish Americans? | feel woefully out 
of my depth here. 

The way he’s asking me to trust him is kind of sweet. He 
looks almost hurt that | even considered the idea, and | 
realize he is vulnerable to getting hurt too, even if he does 
look like you could bounce rocks off him. 

“Okay, no more questions. For now.” He smiles at me and 
then kisses me. As delicious as his lips feel on mine, | get the 
feeling he’s deliberately distracting me. 

DK KK KOK KK KKK 

“Where have you been?” Maddie demands, hands on her 
hips. “I had to take over yesterday, open up this morning, 
and now it’s nearly lunchtime. Are you okay?” 


She looks out the window and sees Nick’s car pulling away. 
“Is that the guy that came in the other day?” 

| nod, shifting uncomfortably in my seat. Last night is 
catching up with me and my thighs and groin are sore. It still 
feels surreal. | finally lost my virginity, and to the most 
amazing guy I’ve ever met in my life. 

“Yes.” 

She narrows her eyes at me. 

“So...l’m deducing from that you spent last night with him?” 
| don’t answer her. Which is an answer in itself. Maddie 
squeals in delight. 

“Oh my God you did! What was it like? Did you sleep with 
him?” 

“Stop being nosey,” | tell her, feeling my face flame, but | 
can’t help but laugh at her enthusiasm. 

“Fuck that. | want details,” she says. 

“Make the coffees all week and | might tell you about it.” 
“Done.” 

Why did | say that? Maddie makes terrible coffee. 

“There’s not much to tell really. We’ve had a few dates, and 
last night he took me to a spa and hotel. It was amazing. | 
had a professional massage and we had a hot tub in our 
room.” As | tell her I can feel my enthusiasm matching hers. 
“It was really cool.” 

“And did you...?” 

“Yes. But | am not giving you all of the horny details.” | know 
Maddie wants to gossip, but | want to keep last night to 
myself for a while, savor it. It feels too personal and too 
private to dissect every kiss and touch with Maddie. It 
wasn’t just a one-night stand, not for me. 

“But was it good?” She presses, practically bouncing in 
frustration on the spot. 

Something in my face causes Maddie to turn serious. She 
scrutinizes my expression, looking worried. 

“What’s wrong?” | ask her. 

“You're falling in love with him already aren’t you?” 


Her question jolts me. | haven’t really given it much thought, 
which is unlike me but I’ve been so swept up in my desire for 
him that there’s been little time to stop and examine any 
deeper feelings. Now that she’s voiced it, | know she’s right. 
Drop dead gorgeous or not, | know | would never have given 
my body to him if my heart wasn’t involved as well. 

“I've only just met him,” | say. I’m not sure if I’m reassuring 
Maddie or trying to talk to sense into myself. “I can’t fall in 
love with someone | don’t know.” 

“Why not? It happens all the time. I’ve never known you to 
be giddy over a guy.” 

“So why do you look so worried? You’ve been trying to find 
me aman for years.” | laugh, but she doesn’t laugh back. 

“| don’t want you to get hurt, Jenna. A man like that, | can’t 
see him sticking around for long.” 

Her words deflate me as she voices the fear I’ve been 
pushing to the back of my mind. Is this just a fling for him? 
He talks about me being ‘his’ but | don’t know if that really 
means anything to him. 

“He came to find me after | dropped my card,” | point out. 
“He didn’t have to do that just for a quick fumble.” 

“Maybe not, but you said yourself you've only just met him. 
What does he do? Where does he live?” 

| feel miserable now. Maddie’s right, | know none of these 
things. Even so | feel the urge to defend him. 

The doorbell rings before | can formulate a retort. A thin, 
wiry looking man with dark hair and eyes walks in. | feel a 
shiver go down my spine. There’s an aura of menace about 
him that makes him takes up more space than his frame 
allows. | see Maddie smiling at him, seemingly oblivious. 
He’s good-looking | suppose, if serial killers are your thing. 
“Can we help you, Sir?” Maddie asks eyelashes at the ready. 
Now | feel protective of her. The way he looks her up and 
down speaks to me of something much more sinister than 
flirtation. Even Maddie looks flustered. 


“lam looking for a suit,” he says in an accent | think is 
Eastern European. “Do you do suits?” 

“No,” | say, unease making my voice sharp. “We only carry 
women’s clothing.” I’m not sure how he could have missed 
that given the name of the boutique and the fact there are 
only dresses in the window. 

“Ah, | see,” he says but makes no move to leave. Instead he 
looks slowly around the shop as if sizing it up. | frown at 
Maddie, who shrugs back. 

His eyes light on me. He gives me the same look up and 
down he gave Maddie, but with extra creepiness. He clearly 
knows he’s being intimidating. It’s almost a performance. 
“What’s your name?” 

| hesitate before replying. “I’m Jenna. And you?” 

He doesn’t give me his name, but instead makes a small 
bow. 

“My pleasure....Jenna,” he says before finally leaving. Maddie 
and | look at each other. 

“What the hell was that all about?” she says, sounding 
shaken. 

“No idea. He was a bit...weird.” 

“Very.” 

| try to forget about the man as the day wears on and we 
have a sudden rush of customers in the afternoon, but the 
way he looked at me and said my name bothers me all day. | 
can’t help feeling he didn’t come into the shop by mistake. 


CHAPTER 8 


Nick 


Meeting with Viktor. Again, and at his request. He will want a 
face-to-face explanation for the delay and | know | have to 
give it to him. But this is the third time in the space of a 
week I’ve had to see the guy and it feels like we’re going 
round in circles. Argyle needs to get his shit together. 

Once again he’s asked to meet at nighttime, in the club, and 
once again he’s left me waiting. Of course | expected this. | 
pinned him down to confirm a time and place and then 
changed plans. | wouldn’t be surprised if he doesn’t turn up 
at all tonight. 

The music is heavy tonight, a touch of rock with a heavy 
base. It seems to be a theme. All of the girls are dressed, if 
you can call it that, in leather jackets and boots. | must have 
missed the memo. 

The girl | noticed before with the red hair struts over to me. 
As she gets closer | see her eyes. She’s wasted. 

“Here again, handsome?” she purrs. | don’t answer her. 
“You're shy aren't you? How about we go into a private 
room?” She sticks her tits out. It’s anything but provocative. 
| feel sorry for her. 

“I'm here on business,” | tell her. She smirks. “That’s what 
you all say.” 

| speak more firmly, hoping to cut through the haze of 
whatever drugs she’s on. 

“I'm here to see Viktor.” 

She shuts up at that and is suddenly alert. 

“I'm sorry. Let me know if there’s anything you need,” she 
says and hurries off. Her reaction makes me even more 
determined to nail him. She’s terrified. 


She’s right to be. I’ve heard the stories about what Viktor 
does to the girls who try to run away from him. She’s as 
trapped here as the migrants that get trafficked into his 
brothels. 

There’s another redhead up on the pole, winding to a bad 
cover of Metallica, and | swallow a sigh. There are visible 
track marks on her arms, which no doubt means she'll be 
demoted pretty soon. And Viktor offered any of these girls to 
me, like they were commodities? | shake my head and walk 
to the bar, ordering my usual whiskey and downing it in one 
swallow. I’m not a big drinker, but | need something to take 
the edge off being in this place. 

| think about Jenna. The contrast between the jaded display 
of sexuality on offer here and being in her arms yesterday 
morning hits me. She was so sweet, so wet, so willing...and 
far more passionate than | think she even realized. | can’t 
wait until tomorrow to see her again. | suppose that’s one 
perk to the sting being delayed. | want to be inside her 
again, to take her from behind this time and watch as my 
cock slips in between the creamy curves of her ass into that 
tight pussy that | swear was made to fit me. 

I’m getting hard. But I’m in a strip club. No one is going to 
care even if they notice. 

| recognize Viktor’s goon walking towards me. 

“Mr. Tanega is ready to see you,” he says. | follow him 
without responding. I’m not so tooled up tonight, just a small 
pistol tucked into my belt under my coat. It doesn’t give me 
such reassurance. Around Viktor I’d prefer a full arsenal. 

As the door closes behind me | realize there’s no Viktor, just 
me and the goon, who walks towards me. 

“Take off your coat and shirt,” he barks. | raise an eyebrow. 
“Already? Aren’t you at least going to buy me a drink?” 

He doesn’t look amused. 

“Mr. Tanega says | need to search you. Take them off.” 

| feel a chill go through me. He knows. Or at the very least 
he suspects. He’s checking for a wire, and that means he has 


at least a hunch that I’m undercover. The sting will be 
blown. 

I’m going to fucking kill Argyle. This has never happened to 
me in all the years I’ve been in the field. Of course, we don’t 
use wires. Undercover to us means undercover. Agents go 
missing on ops every year and more often than not the 
bodies are never found. 

| glare up at the goon, who must be six foot seven. I’m not 
used to looking up for anyone and | decide | don’t like the 
feeling. 

“Fuck you,” | say amiably. “He wants me to get undressed, 
tell him to get in here and do it himself.” 

Right on cue, Viktor walks in, having obviously been 
listening to every word through the door. 

“Is there a problem, Mr. Murphy?” 

“Yes, there’s a problem,” | snarl. “You want this goon to strip 
search me? Who the fuck do you think you are?” | have to 
balls this one out, it’s the only way | might regain some 
trust. 

“Strip search is a little strong. Would you mind just opening 
your shirt? You have to understand, Mr. Murphy, | must be 
very careful in this line of business.” 

“All | understand,” | say through gritted teeth, “is you’re 
either into some really kinky shit or you think I’m a cop.” 
Viktor appraises me, as if deciding what to do. I’m very 
aware of the gun in my belt and how much I'd love to use it 
on him right now. I’m not a fan of guns. I’d much rather have 
a fistfight, but Viktor just needs eradicating. The fact of his 
very existence is grating on my last nerve. 

“It seems we’re at an impasse, Mr. Murphy,” he says. He 
takes a seat behind his desk. 

| make a big show of opening my coat, making sure my gun 
is squarely on display, and then opening my shirt. My eyes 
are on Viktor the whole time. 

“Happy? I’m not tapped.” 

Viktor nods. 


“Thank you, Mr. Murphy. I’m sorry to cause you any offense,” 
he smirks, about as far away from sorry as it’s possible to 
get. | wouldn’t be surprised if he doesn’t even suspect me at 
all but simply wants to throw me off balance. | don’t kowtow 
to him and I can tell he doesn’t like it one bit. 

| button up my shirt. 

“So,” he says as if nothing just happened, “when can we 
now expect the shipment? This has caused me a lot of 
inconvenience.” 

“It’s not convenient for me either,” | retort back. “But | can 
assure you it will be before this time next week.” 

He does that annoying fucking thing he does with his hands, 
steepling them under his chin with his forearms on the desk. 
“This is a long delay. | think we need to renegotiate terms.” 
Here we go. He wants a lower price. Now | have to stand here 
haggling like a market trader to suit him, and knowing that 
the ‘shipment’ he’s haggling about are actual real human 
beings. Or they would be, if this was real. The satisfaction | 
know l'Il get when he realizes he’s been duped and is bang 
to rights keeps me going. 

“You mean cost.” | keep my expression neutral and offer him 
nothing. I’m going to ultimately agree to his demands of 
course, because we need this drop off to happen, but | don’t 
have to make it easy for him. If | acquiesce straight away he 
will definitely smell a rat. 

“Yes, Mr. Murphy...| mean cost. I’m expecting you will be 
prepared to lower your demands given the inconvenience 
I’ve been put through?” 

“You expect wrong.” | say bluntly. “I cannot control what 
happens at the border. Anyone else would have had the 
same problem. | have been inconvenienced as much as you. 
| don’t intend to lose money as well as time.” 

“You're being very difficult.” His voice is still light and he’s 
still wearing that stupid smirk on his face but his eyes are 
glittering with anger. He’s not used to being told no. 


“Tomek,” he snaps at the goon, “leave me and Mr. Murphy to 
talk in private.” 

| wave a hand at Tomek as he leaves. 

“Listen,” | say to Viktor, making myself sound bored, “I have 
plenty of other buyers. If you don’t want this shipment, I'll 
take it elsewhere.” 

I’m playing hardball now and it’s risky. Argyle would no 
doubt have something to say, but being as | don’t much rate 
his judgment at the minute, l'Il make do with my own. 
“You're a hard man Mr. Murphy,” he says and | can hear the 
begrudging respect in his tone. This is better. I’ve hopefully 
thrown him off the scent. 

| shrug, and this seems to really annoy him as | see his 
nostrils flare. There’s an undeniable threat underlying his 
next words. 

“| also am a hard man. You would prefer it | think if you do 
not cross me.” 

“You're threatening me,” | say flatly. | glare at him. “I’m not 
scared of you.” 

His voice goes soft and he’s sitting very, very still. He makes 
me think of a cobra poised to strike. 

“You should be, Mr. Murphy. You should be. | will not tolerate 
being made a mug of. | hope we have an understanding 
there?” 

| nod, feeling my blood boil at his attempt to intimidate me. 
I’m not stupid. | know exactly what this man is capable of 
from the time | spent building up to this deal. But I'll be 
damned if | will show any fear to this low life. 

“I understand you perfectly.” | try to sound nonchalant. 
“Good. Then you will also understand | simply cannot allow 
you to change terms in a way that is of no benefit to me.” 
Of course he can’t. Viktor is at the top of his game precisely 
because he never lets anyone do anything that would cause 
him to lose face. In the underworld he haunts, one slip can 
be a death warrant. 


| nod slowly. 

“What price are you suggesting?” I say. Viktor names one. | 
laugh. 

“Not a chance.” 

He names another. Then adds, “But if you can get the 
shipment over within the next few days as we originally 
agreed, then l'Il revert to the original price.” 

“Okay,” | say. It’s a fair deal. Viktor looks pleased. 

“Very well. So | will expect to hear from you shortly? If we 
don’t have a definite date within forty-eight hours, our deal 
is off.” 

| bristle at that but nod again. | just want to get out of here 
now and hit the gym. Work out some of my anger on the 
weight machine. 

| turn to leave, but then once again Viktor says something 
that makes my stomach churn. 

“By the way, | wanted to congratulate you on your new 
romance. She seems delightful.” 

| freeze, and my field of vision seems to narrow. 

“You're following me?” I spit at him. | can feel my hands 
balling into fists and have to fight myself to unclench them. 
If he thinks Jenna means anything to me, then she will be in 
danger if this all goes wrong. 

“| don’t follow people Mr. Murphy,” he says as if the very 
idea fills him with distaste. “I do like to keep 
myself...informed, shall we say.” His voice has gone silky soft 
and | know that this is Viktor at his most dangerous. He 
knows he can’t trust me, and will use Jenna as leverage. 

| snarl at him. “Stay the fuck out of my personal life, or l'II be 
calling this off. l'II be in touch.” 

| walk out, not giving a fuck if he thinks I’ve disrespected 
him, storm past the goon and through the club. The pulse in 
my jaw is throbbing. If he’s seen me with Jenna, there’s a 
good chance he knows where she works, if not even where 
she lives. | have to get this nipped in the bud, and now. 


| leave the club and walk fast through the streets, waiting to 
find a quiet spot where | can phone Argyle. It’s late and | 
might wake him up, but I’m not wasting any more time. 

He picks up on the second ring. 

“Nick?” He sounds sleepy. 

“It’s me. We need to wrap this thing up with Viktor, and fast. 
He had me checked for a wire.” 

“Shit.” Argyle sounds fully awake now. “That isn’t good. Do 
you think he knows or is just throwing his weight around?” 
“| don’t know. He definitely suspects.” | give Argyle a 
rundown of the entire conversation. 

“Okay, so he’s still happy to wait.” 

“Yeah, but I’m not,” | cut in. “He’s been following me. He 
mentioned...a friend. They’re in danger.” 

Argyle goes quiet. 

“We're bringing it back to the original date,” | say, hearing 
the determination in my voice. 

“Nick,” he tries to reason with me, “we won’t have the 
manpower.” 

“Sort it out,” | growl down the phone. “Or I’m out.” 

| cut the call, even though | know I’m cutting it thin with 
Argyle. I’ve been pulled in for being hot headed before, but 
right now | couldn’t care less. This isn’t about keeping my 
job or even locking Viktor away anymore, this is about 
Jenna. And if that bastard touches a hair on her head, | 
swear | will kill him slowly and painfully regardless of the 
consequences. Nothing matters now apart from keeping her 
Safe. 

| should have seen this coming. | knew it was stupid to get 
involved while I’m still working this case, but | did it anyway. 
It’s not like me, and that’s how | know Jenna’s different. How 
| know I love her. She’s my priority now. 

But falling for her has made me sloppy. How the hell did 
Viktor or one of his henchmen follow me without my notice? 
I’ve been doing this job too long to make silly mistakes like 
this. Either I’m getting slack, or I've underestimated him. 


Which means he’s even more dangerous than | thought. | 
have to get Jenna out of here until this is over, but how am | 
supposed to tell her that? Sorry sweetheart but you need to 
go into hiding for a few days because a Russian mafia 
maniac might hurt you to get to me? 

Yeah, | can’t see that working out too well. 

I’m going to have to take her away again, but somewhere 
more secluded than a busy hotel. Fortunately | have enough 
contacts that | can arrange a hidey-hole at a moment’s 
notice, but | need to dress this up as a date, not just dump 
her in some safe house somewhere. 

| make a few calls, and arrange to spend the weekend ina 
log cabin deep in the forest. | hope she finds that romantic 
and not just creepy. I’ve watched too many horror movies. 
I’m back at my, or should | say Murphy’s, apartment when 
Argyle calls me back. “It’s set back up for Saturday,” he tells 
me, “but you'll have a smaller team than usual. You need to 
be extra careful, Nick. If he gets away at the last minute the 
whole thing’s screwed.” 

“We've got plenty of intel on him. We can still get him 
behind bars.” 

“Not if he gets the chance to go underground we won't. I’m 
trusting you with this Nick.” 

| hear the threat in his voice and ignore it. This cock up 
should have never happened in the first place. 

“And what about the suspected leak?” | ask him. 
“Everything’s sorted,” he says in a tone which means no 
further questions. That’s not a problem for me... weeding out 
Snitches isn’t my job. 

“Good. Saturday it is.” 

| sit down on my armchair, staring at nothing for a while. | 
need to calm down before | speak to Jenna. Even if she’s 
happy to come away with me, how am I going to explain the 
fact that | will need to disappear for a few hours Saturday 
night? | decide to cross that bridge when | come to it. 


I’m not going to arrange another visit with Viktor. There’s no 
time and I’m sick of the sight of him. l'Il pass a message 
through my contact, who vouched for me in the first place. 
Infiltrating Viktor’s world took some time, and | know that if 
Viktor gets away, the contact will be killed. | feel only a 
flicker of remorse about that. Anyone who deals in this sort 
of ‘business’ has forfeited their human rights as far as I’m 
concerned. To my mind there is no one lower than a man 
who trades in human flesh. 

Thinking about Viktor isn’t helping my anger. | get up and 
make myself a cranberry juice, and turn my thoughts to 
happier things. To Jenna. To the way she straddled me, 
taking my cock an inch at a time. Just thinking about her 
makes me hard, and channels all my anger into pure desire 
for her. 

| finish my drink and call her. 

“Nick?” She answers after a few rings, her voice heavy with 
sleep. | forgot how late it is. 

“Hey. Did | wake you?” 

“Yes,” she says with a laugh. “Most people are asleep at this 
time. It’s nearly two in the morning.” Her voice turns more 
serious. “Has something happened?” 

“No.” | lie. | can’t tell her now. Once it’s all over and she’s 
safe then I'll tell her everything. | promised her that, and | 
don’t break my promises. “I was just thinking about you and 
wanted to hear your voice, and | didn’t realize how late it is. 
Sorry.” | feel like an idiot now. 

“Oh. That’s ... sweet.” She sounds bemused, but I detect a 
hint of pleasure too. | smile as | think of her lying in bed, her 
hair all mussed from sleeping. | resist the urge to ask her if 
she’s naked. 

“We have a date tomorrow night.” | say. | was planning on 
taking her for a fancy dinner. That’s gone out of the window 
now. 

“We do. Are you cancelling?” She keeps her voice light but | 
can hear the worry in it. 


“No. I’m extending it. Can you pack a bag for the weekend?” 
“The weekend? Where are we going?” 

“It’s a surprise. | think you'll love it.” | hate lying to her like 
this, it turns my stomach, but | don’t have any other option 
right now. 

She’s quiet for a few moments, and | wonder what the hell 
I’m going to do if she says no. Eventually she answers and | 
breathe a sigh of relief. 

“| suppose | can get the neighbors to feed Cleo.” 

Thank God. “Fantastic. l'Il pick you up after work tomorrow.” 
“Okay. Can | go back to sleep now?” 

I’m tempted to tell her no, that I’m coming round. Then I can 
make sure she’s safe, and relieve the throbbing in my dick at 
the same time. Just listening to her voice turns me on. 

“Yes,” | say instead. “Get some sleep.” 

You'll need it, | think. If I’m going to have to hide her away 
for the next couple of days, | intend to make the most of it. 


CHAPTER 9 


Jenna 


There’s something he’s not telling me, I’m sure of it, and 
when we start driving through the forest | can’t help a pang 
of fear. 

“Are we almost there?” | ask, trying to keep my voice steady. 
He looks at me and smiles. 

“Yes. | can’t wait for you to see it.” 

He seems genuinely happy about this ‘surprise’ and | feel 
bad for doubting him. My gut tells me I can trust him. But 
this Mr. Mysterious act is wearing a bit thin, and there’s more 
going on than he’s telling me. | try to relax and enjoy the 
drive and the beautiful scenery. 

The beautiful scenery of course includes Nick. He’s dressed 
down in sneakers and faded grey jeans and another super- 
tight white t-shirt. Where is he buying those from, 
Testosterone-R-Us? He looks so sexy it takes my breath away. 
| still can’t believe what’s happening. That | had sex with 
this gorgeous specimen of a man, and he seems to be as 
hooked on me as! am on him. 

He’s been uncharacteristically chatty on the long drive, but 
once again we're only talking about me and as much as | 
can tell his interest is genuine, there’s this energy about 
him, like a lion ready to pounce. And | don’t think this is just 
about me. | try to tell myself I’m worrying about nothing and 
concentrate on the weekend ahead. 

| so badly want to make love to him again. He’s awakened 
something in me I had no idea was there. 

| even went out and bought new underwear. I’ve always 
worn functional, white or black cotton, nothing fancy. What 
would be the point? Now underwear shopping has become a 


whole new experience. | even tried on a corset, but decided 
it just wasn’t me. In the end | settled for white lace push up 
bras and thongs, which have proved to be surprisingly 
comfortable on the car ride. 

“Here we are.” He pulls into a clearing, and | see a log cabin 
up ahead. It’s like something out of Little House on the 
Prairie, and | wonder if there’s electricity. But it’s undeniably 
beautiful, surrounded by trees and with a little veranda | can 
imagine eating breakfast on. 

“It’s stunning,” | say as | get out of the car. He looks pleased 
with himself. 

Inside is even better. Homely, but with all the modern 
appliances you could need. A log burner and a huge white 
fluffy rug catch my eye, as does the big wrought iron bed. | 
throw my bag on it and sit down, testing the spring. Nick 
raises an eyebrow at me. 

“Don’t worry...it will hold. Do you want a drink?” He winks at 
me and heads for the stove. | soon hear the kettle boiling 
and lie down on the bed. It’s a feather mattress if I’m not 
mistaken and it feels like getting a warm, soft hug. 

After a few minutes Nick comes back with steaming mugs of 
hot chocolate, complete with whipped cream. 

“You've thought of everything,” | say, “you really are quite 
the romantic after all.” 

He looks bemused. 

“I'm glad you think so. It’s all new to me too.” 

“Being romantic?” 

“Yes. I’ve never really had serious relationships before.” 

I’m intrigued to finally know something important about 
him, and also excited. Does he mean this is a serious 
relationship? We’re moving so fast, but it sounds like neither 
of us have much experience with this. The relationship side 
of things anyway. It thrills me a little, the thought that | 
might be different for him. Even special. 

“You look surprised,” he says. 


“lam,” | answer honestly. “I thought you would have women 
hanging off you.” 

“| suppose,” he shrugs, as if women hanging off him are just 
an occupational hazard. A stab of jealousy hits me. Wow. I’ve 
never felt jealous before. It’s a horrible feeling, like a 
twisting low in my gut. “But I’ve never been all that 
interested. Work has been my passion.” 

Again | want to ask him exactly what that ‘work’ entails, but 
| don’t want to ruin the moment. Not now when he’s finally 
opening up to me about something. 

“So why me?” | ask. “I mean, I’m not that special.” I’m not 
fishing for compliments. | genuinely don’t understand what 
he sees in me that makes me any different to all the women 
he could probably have his pick of. Well, maybe the fact that 
| was a virgin, but he didn’t know that to start with. 

He looks affronted at my appraisal of myself. 

“Jenna, that’s nonsense. You are special.” 

He leans in and kisses me, and it’s tender and slow rather 
than the usual passionate crush. | respond, amazed at the 
way my body comes alive the instant he touches me, my 
nipples stiffening and my pulse throbbing between my legs. 
He starts to unbutton my blouse and I help him, taking off 
the pink silk scarf around my neck and wriggling out of my 
jeans. He casts an approving eye over my new underwear. 
“Nice.” 

He stands up, pulls his t-shirt over his head to show that 
bodybuilder physique, and starts unbuttoning his fly. | grab 
hold of the waistband of his jeans. 

“Let me,” I say. 

| open his fly and reach in a hand to pull out his cock, 
gasping at the length and thickness of it as | remember how 
it felt inside me. He stands very still as | start to stroke him 
and then put the tip in my mouth. | look up at him to check 
I’m doing this right and he has his eyes half closed in what 
looks like ecstasy. | like that. | like knowing I can do that to 
him. It’s funny, | always thought giving head to a guy puts 


the woman in a submissive position, but | don’t feel like that 
at all. In fact, seeing the effect it has on him makes me feel 
powerful. In control. 

| stroke his balls, then move my mouth and suck one gently 
into my mouth. He lets out a groan and | stop, wondering if 
I’ve done something wrong, but his murmured “Don’t stop,” 
encourages me and | continue, squeezing his shaft as | lick 
and suck his balls, enjoying the unfamiliar sensation of him 
in my mouth like this and the taste and feel of him. This 
must be the only part of his body that feels soft and 
vulnerable. 

| sit back and look up at him, drinking in the sight of his 
perfect body and that handsome face, marred only by the 
scar that etches a white line up his cheek. As he leans down 
to kiss me | trace my fingers over it. It looks old, the silvery 
white that shows years of fading. 

“What happened?” 

I’m surprised when he answers me, sitting down on the 
mattress next to me. 

“| was sixteen. | got involved with a gang that was supposed 
to offer protection to the younger kids. It wasn’t a nice area 
where | grew up.” 

“Were your parents around?” | ask. | hold my breath as he 
starts to talk. This is the most forthcoming he’s ever been 
with me. 

“No, they’re both dead. My dad was a drunk, he couldn’t 
look after me or my sister, so after my mother passed away | 
pretty much brought us up. | had to be hard, | guess, for her 
Sake as well as mine. If you couldn’t look after yourself you 
were a sitting duck. | got this scar for refusing to beat up a 
kid who was younger and weaker than me.” 

| inhale sharply, picturing the horrific scenario he talks so 
casually about. 

“Did the gangs leave you alone after that?” 

He smiles. 


“Sure. | got the knife out of the guy’s hands and showed him 
what | could do with my fists. | didn’t even notice how deep 
he had cut me until afterwards. | earned their respect, and 
on the streets respect is a bigger currency than cash. It kept 
me and my sister safe.” 

I’m not sure what to say, but I feel strangely proud of him, as 
well as worried. He seems like a man with a fixed value 
system, uncompromising. Whatever it is he’s not telling me, 
it must be big. 

He strokes my face as if to wipe away the worry. 

“| would never hurt you Jenna. | want you to know that.” 

“| do,” | say and somehow | know instinctively that’s true. 
He pushes me back lightly onto the bed and wriggles out of 
his jeans before lying next to me. He picks up my silk scarf 
that I’ve tossed onto the bed. There’s a question in his eyes. 
“What do you want to do with that?” | ask, not sure whether 
I’m nervous or excited as he starts to trail it lightly across 
my body... first my belly and then across the mounds of my 
breasts, full and high thanks to the new push-up bra. 
Instead of answering he shows me, lifting it up and laying it 
over my eyes. 

“When you can’t see, you can only feel,” he says and | feel a 
rush of heat to my groin. | nod, giving him my consent, and 
he ties the scarf lightly around the back of my head. | can 
see a little, but only in vague shadows, darker pink against 
the pink haze that has become my field of vision. Sensing as 
much as seeing him lean over me I reach up to touch him 
but he moves away. Not being able to see what he’s about to 
do excites me. My heart rate increases and my breath is 
coming in short pants. My new thong is already soaked with 
my desire for him. 

He lifts up my lower leg and then gently places my toes in 
his mouth, sucking on each one in turn. It’s a sensation I’ve 
never felt before and utterly alien, but I like it. A jolt of 
sensation runs up directly from my feet to my groin and | 
feel my clit start to throb. | had no idea feet could be so sexy. 


He kisses and nibbles along the arch of my foot and round 
my ankle agonizingly slowly and | wriggle impatiently. | 
know where | want that mouth. 

I’m expecting him to start kissing up the inside of my legs as 
he did before, but instead he puts my foot down and moves 
away and | let out a groan of frustration. | hear him chuckle, 
the bastard. 

Then his lips are at my neck, his breath warm on my cheek. 
He runs a hand over my breasts and | push myself into his 
hand, annoyed at the barrier of lace between my skin and 
his. He stops, keeping his hand still. 

“What do you want Jenna?” he asks, his voice light and 
teasing. 

“Take it off,” | say impatiently. 

“Your bra?” 

“Yes.” 

“What is it you want me to do to you?” he asks again and | 
writhe in both embarrassment and lust. He’s making me 
voice my desires, and it’s both liberating and nerve- 
wracking. 

“Put my nipples in your mouth,” | gasp out, and am 
rewarded by him roughly pushing down the cups of my bra 
and doing just that, licking and sucking each aching tip in 
turn until | hear myself moaning. My thighs are wet and I’m 
pushing my hips up against his thigh where it lies over me, 
desperate for release. He’s right...not being able to see 
properly heightens every sensation. What he’s doing isn’t 
enough. | want him inside me, filling me up, riding me until 
my orgasm peaks. 

“Nick,” | moan, hearing the note of pleading in my voice. I’m 
past caring. 

He makes me spell it out for him again. 

“What is it? Tell me.” 

“I want you inside me.” 

| hear him suck in his breath and know he’s as turned on as | 
am. He takes my hand and puts it on his cock and | gasp at 


the hardness of it. The tip is wet with his lust. 

“You want this?” He’s still playing his game, still trying to 
remain in control but his breathing is ragged too, his voice 
breaking, and it makes me even wetter hearing it. Knowing 
that he wants me enough that he’s wet and gasping as 
much as I am is the ultimate turn on. 

“Yes. Yes | want it.” | sound more confident now, and indeed 
all the embarrassment has gone. | want him to fuck me and | 
have absolutely no shame in that. Feeling bold | voice my 
thoughts. 

“I want you to fuck me Nick.” 

He lets out a guttural sound and kisses me roughly, then 
pulls off my blindfold. His eyes are darkened and his lips 
swollen. | guess | must look the same. I nibble at his lower lip 
and he half laughs, half moans. 

“You are so fucking sexy.” He shakes his head at me as if he 
can’t quite believe what he’s unleashed. Honestly, | never 
knew | had this in me either. 

He trails the scarf down my body, swirling the material over 
my panties. | part my legs, desperate for his touch and the 
light tickle of the scarf is both frustrating and tantalizing. | 
reach for his cock again but he pulls away, a mischievous 
gleam in his eye. He holds the scarf up. 

“Can | tie your hands?” 

| pause for breath. His request throws me. 

“| don’t know,” I say honestly. I’m intrigued, but it’s yet 
another unknown step. 

“It’s okay,” he says and puts the scarf down, leaning in to 
kiss me. His complete lack of attempt to convince is, in fact, 
what convinces me. 

“| want to,” | tell him, picking the scarf up and passing it 
back to him, “but you’ll untie me straight away if | ask?” 
“The second you ask,” he promises. | trust him. And 
honestly, the scarf would break with a good tug anyway. 
There’s no danger, yet it still feels a deliciously exciting 
thing to do and the thought of being dominated by him 


turns me on in some primal, raw kind of way that has 
nothing to do with reason and everything to do with sheer 
lust. 

He raises my hands above my head and ties my wrists 
together with the scarf, firmly enough that | don’t have 
much wriggle room, but not so much that it hurts. He kneels 
over me, looking down at me. His eyes travel the length of 
my body and then back up to meet my gaze. My mouth goes 
dry at the sheer intensity of his look and wonder if I’ve 
bitten off more than I can chew. In one quick movement he 
grabs my hips and wrists and flips me over as if | weigh 
nothing, so that I’m lying on my belly with my tied wrists 
above my head. 

“Lift your ass up,” he says roughly and | do as he asks, 
feeling exposed as he slides my panties down over my butt 
and thighs. He slips a hand in between my legs, massaging 
my pussy and then slipping a finger inside me. There’s no 
resistance this time, my body is open and aching for him. 
“You're so wet for me,” he says as he slides my underwear 
down my legs. “I can’t wait to push my dick inside you.” 

| moan into the pillow at his crude words, barely able to 
formulate a response. | feel like one quivering nerve ending, 
waiting for his touch. As he parts my thighs and maneuvers 
himself in between my legs, his cock pushing on the gap 
between my legs, the tip of it finding the entrance to my 
pussy, | try to move, but I’m restricted by my tied wrists. The 
feeling of being pinned down by him with no other option 
than to wait for him to enter me makes me buck my hips in 
frustration; the only real move | can make. 

He doesn’t make me wait any more but instead pushes 
himself inside me with one thrust and I cry out, feeling my 
insides pulse all the way up to my womb as if my body is 
sucking him in. | clench my hands, straining against the 
confines of the scarf as he starts to fuck me, moving in and 
out of me at a pace that’s too slow. 


“Nick,” | say again, urgently. He stops immediately. “Too 
much?” he asks and | shake my head wildly. 

“No,” | gasp out, “harder.” 

“You want it harder Jenna? Are you sure you’re ready for 
me?” 

“Yes,” | cry out and he starts to fuck me in earnest now, deep 
and hard and fast as if he would drive us both through the 
mattress and onto the floor. He reaches one hand under my 
hips and plays with my clit, making me cry out and push 
back against him. Having my movements restricted is 
making me want him more and all | can do is cry out, over 
and over as my own climax builds. 

When I come it’s the most intense orgasm I’ve yet had, and 
it leaves me breathless and damp on the bed as he pumps 
his own climax into me. He rolls off of me and unties my 
hands before pulling me into him and kissing my forehead. 
| feel like I’m melting, a pool of liquid heat in his arms. My 
limbs are heavy and | feel dreamy, like | could just lie here 
forever. Now | understand what they mean by the term 
‘after-glow’. 

We lie there without speaking for a while, his hand stroking 
my hair, before he rolls over and stands up, pulling on his 
jeans. He walks over to the kitchen area. 

“Are you hungry? | need food.” 

| nod. Sex must burn more calories than | realized because 
I’m suddenly famished. 

“| brought steak, pasta, bacon and eggs for the morning...” 
“Sounds great,” | stay sleepily. “I could really eat a steak. 
Well done.” 

He pulls a face. “I have mine rare.” 

Why does that not surprise me? 

| watch him as he bustles around the kitchen emptying out 
bags and taking out plates and a pan out of the cupboard. 
He’s been here before. | don’t want to ask him if it was with a 
woman, but a pang of jealousy at the thought of it stabs my 
gut. 


“How did you manage to get this place at such short 
notice?” | ask, attempting to sound casual. Nick glances at 
me as he starts heating up oil on the state-of-the-art stove 
top. “I know the owner. I’ve used the place before.” My 
attempt to keep my expression neutral is clearly a complete 
fail as he continues. “If I’ve needed to get away for any 
reason, not with a woman. I’ve never brought a woman here 
before, Jenna.” 

| don’t say anything, but I’m secretly pleased. It’s good to 
know he’s had some firsts with me too. 

“I'll go and get a shower while you’re cooking,” | say. | grab 
my bag and go into the shower room. It’s small, but like 
everything else in this deceptively homely place its top of 
the range. The water is the perfect temperature and | stand 
under it, letting it soak my body and wash off the sweat and 
juices from me and Nick. I’m almost reluctant to wash his 
smell off me. 

When I’m finished I pull on a cream silk robe - another new 
purchase just for this weekend - and go back into the main 
room. The steak is sizzling away and Nick looks an absolute 
dream standing there without a shirt on, frying pan in hand. 
I’m hungry again and for more than just food. 

He places two plates of steak with fried onions and 
mushrooms on the wooden table. | sit down and tuck in. 
“It’s delicious,” | say. It’s just steak, nothing special, but | 
love the fact that he’s cooked for me, so it tastes just as 
good as any gourmet meal would. 

We eat more or less in silence, although it’s a comfortable 
one. | could stay here forever, | think, just me and him in this 
little cabin in the woods, and let the outside world just 
disappear. | go to clear the plates away when we're finished, 
but he lays a hand on my arm. 

“Leave it. l'Il do it later,” he says. “Go and relax.” | pout at 
his orders but do as he says, curling up in an armchair in 
front of the log burner. It’s not like | particularly enjoy 
washing up. 


Nick’s a paradox, | think. So completely male, yet in no way 
does he seem like a chauvinist. He’s clearly self sufficient 
and used to looking after himself. | wonder about his family 
and his upbringing, remembering his story about the scar. | 
know | promised not to ask any more questions about his 
work until he was ready to tell me, but asking about his 
background doesn’t count, right? 

As he comes to sit opposite me, | ask him, hoping he doesn’t 
go all secretive on me again. “Did your mom teach you to 
cook?” 

He nods, not at all fazed by this line of questioning. 

“Yeah. She was out at work all day and my dad was useless 
so | had to cook for my little sister. We were pretty poor, but 
my mama was from good Irish stock. She taught me to make 
a meal out of yesterday's leftovers that would feed a king.” 
He sounds proud of his heritage. 

“Do you see your sister now?” 

“Not so much since she graduated and moved up north, but 
| go and see her when | can.” He meets my eyes. “You'll meet 
her one day. She'll love you.” 

| feel a rosy glow at his assumption, and at his 
uncharacteristic openness, but it only serves to make him 
even more of an enigma. He’s been open about his 
upbringing, which sounds like it was challenging as much as 
he and his sibling were obviously close, so why all the 
secrecy around what he does for a living? 

He has to be a criminal, | realize. For all that he clearly 
operates by some kind of ethical code, | have no idea of the 
boundaries of that code or who he is outside of the Nick I’m 
getting to know. He mentioned gangs and fighting, maybe 
he’s some kind of hired thug. My tummy flips a little at the 
thought. But do they really make that much? He doesn’t 
seem to worry for money. But then what do I know? I’m way 
out of my depth here. 

He’s watching my face, and | see his expression shut down. 


“Jenna,” he says firmly, “l'II tell you everything you need to 
know about me |! promise, but you have to give me time.” 

| nod, trying to push my fears to one side. | made the 
decision to trust him and to spend the weekend with him. | 
can’t keep questioning him. | choose to ignore the nagging 
voice that tells me I have a right to know what I’m getting 
myself into. 

He stretches his huge frame out on the rug in front of the fire 
and pats the space next to him. 

“Come and lie down with me.” 

| lie down next to him and he throws an arm over me and 
plays with one of my curls. My worries float away. | feel so 
Safe in his arms. 

“What are you thinking?” he asks. | smile and tell him the 
truth. 

“How right it feels to be here. With you.” 

He lets go of my hair and cups my face with his hand, 
running a thumb over my lips. When he speaks it’s in a 
hesitant tone I haven’t heard from him before. 

“It is right. | Knew | wanted you the minute | saw you 
wandering around downtown, all lost and angry looking.” 

| laugh. It seems so much longer ago than a week. 

“Thank God | dropped that card then. Maybe it was fate.” I’m 
teasing, but I’m serious too. He’s changed my life in just the 
short time he’s been in it. | want to tell him how | feel, but it 
feels so soon. 

“Yes. You were meant to be mine, Jenna,” he says and he’s 
completely serious. We kiss, and I’ve never felt so close to 
anyone, completely consumed by the strength of my 
feelings for him. So overwhelmed in fact that as our lips part 
| speak without meaning too, although as soon as | hear my 
words | know they're true. 

“| love you.” 

He doesn’t answer but pulls me into his chest, pressing me 
against him and | hold my breath, berating myself for being 
So foolish. Like a lovesick schoolgirl. 


Then he raises my face to his and looks deep into my eyes. 
“| love you Jenna. l'Il never let you go.” There’s an urgency 
to his last words that | don’t understand, so as | snuggle up 
into him and my heart is doing back flips of joy at his words, 
there’s something else. 

A sense of foreboding | can’t quite shift. 


CHAPTER 10 


Jenna 


| wake up and the sun is shining on my face, Nick spooned 
around my back. | smile, taking a moment to savor the 
warmth and smell of him, before | turn over to see he’s wide- 
awake. He looks deep in thought, but then he sees me and 
smiles. 

“Morning, sleepyhead.” 

“How long have you been awake?” 

“Not long,” he says, but | sense he’s not being quite truthful. 
Nothing new there. 

Then he presses up to me and | feel his hardness against my 
thigh, and | stop caring. 

“Are you ever not ready?” 

“Not with you around.” 

He pulls away though and leaves me still wanting. 

“Do you want bacon and eggs?” 

| grin. “That sounds like a plan.” 

He kisses the tip of my nose and slaps me lightly on the 
butt. 

“Go and get a shower and l'Il get it on the go.” 

| slip out of bed and go into the shower room, enjoying the 
sound of bird song coming through the open window and 
the fresh smell of the forest. This is the life. | feel like I’ve 
been dropped into my own real life Disney movie. 

Well, maybe a bit too X-rated for Disney. 

| stand under the warm water, letting it run down my body, 
tipping my head back and enjoying the sensation on my 
Skin when I hear a door open and turn to see Nick through 
the glass. My mouth goes dry. I’m pretty sure he’s naked. 

He pops his head round the glass, a wicked gleam in his eye. 


“Mind if | join you?” 

“Come on in,” | say, feeling brave although my tummy is 
doing little flips of excitement. 

He steps in and joins me in the shower, and | breathe in at 
the sight of him. | should be used to the sight of him naked 
by now, but somehow | just can’t imagine how that will ever 
be the case. | let my eyes trail the length of his body, from 
those broad shoulders across his strong, lightly haired chest 
and down his rippling abs. His cock rises, thick and proud 
from between strong thighs. He’s beautiful. 

He reaches for me and | have to stand up on tiptoes for us to 
kiss. His tongue explores my mouth slowly and insistently 
and | feel the pulse between my legs start to throb. Then he 
stops and reaches for the shower gel. I’m confused, until he 
squeezes some into his hands and then starts to lather it 
onto my breasts. He angles me so the water runs down over 
my tits and over my erect nipples and the gel turns into 
soapy bubbles. He kneads my breasts, palming them in his 
hands, then runs his hands down my belly and my thighs, 
covering me in bubbles. | bite my lip, overwhelmed at how 
tender and yet how erotic I’m finding this. Then he passes 
me the shower gel. 

| squeeze some into my hand and begin lathering his cock 
and balls, my touch nervous. | don’t want to hurt him. He 
looks at me, sheer lust in his eyes. 

“You can squeeze harder,” he says and | oblige, gratified by 
the groan that comes from him. | lather up and down his 
shaft and he watches me from heavy lidded eyes. Then he 
reaches up and unhooks the showerhead and runs the water 
over my body, washing the bubbles away. My skin feels raw, 
every nerve ending craving to be touched, and when he 
angles the shower head for just a moment expertly between 
my legs, the water running down over my clit, | think | might 
come on the spot. 

| take it from him and wash the bubbles from his balls and 
shaft, running my hand over the smooth tip of his cock. It 


pulses in my hands and | see a bead of fluid at the end as | 
squeeze the tip. 

“Nick,” | say as | pull back, hanging the shower head back in 
its holder, “let me taste you.” 

| sink to my knees, feeling the warm water cascade down my 
back, and take the tip of his cock into my mouth. He groans 
loudly and intertwines his hands in my hair, pulling me 
toward him so that | take more of him. The sensation of his 
thickness in my mouth and the clean sharp taste of him 
makes me wet. | stand back up, and he looks frustrated. 
“One of these days,” he says, “You're going to carry on until | 
come down that pretty little throat of yours.” 

His words, forceful as they are, turn me on. There is so much 
| have yet to learn when it comes to sex, and the thought of 
Nick teaching me excites me even more. | lean up to kiss 
him again but he pushes me back against the shower wall. 
“Your turn,” he says, kneeling down and spreading my 
thighs apart with his hands. He buries his face in my pussy, 
licking and sucking at my folds, then flicking his tongue 
over my clit, which swells and stiffens under his mouth. | 
bury my fingers in his hair and tip my head back, giving 
myself over to the sensation. Water cascades down my body 
and over Nick’s back as | move my hips rhythmically, 
wantonly, trying to control the pace. 

He won't let me. Maddeningly as | speed up the rocking of 
my hips he slows down and lightens up, the flick of his 
tongue slow and feather light on my aching flesh. | try to 
push him into me, tugging at his hair, but he’s too strong for 
me. Instead he grabs my hips and turns me round in one 
swift motion so that I’m now facing the shower wall. His 
hands knead my but cheeks as he licks me from behind and 
it’s such an unfamiliar sensation | squirm, my fingers 
gripping at the tiles. He pushes his tongue inside me and | 
gasp. My clit is throbbing unbearably now, desperate for 
release, and as if reading my mind he reaches around with 


his other hand and uses the pads of his fingers to massage 
my folds, pressing and circling my clit. 

“That feels so good.” | moan into my hands. As if by 
response Nick moves his tongue, flicking it up, over the 
smooth skin between my pussy and ass and then up 
between my butt cheeks. I try to wriggle away, embarrassed 
at him having his mouth on such an intimate part of me, but 
at the same time it feels so wickedly sexy that I’m pushing 
back against him. His hand is still messaging me from the 
front and | can feel my orgasm building and rising, like 
waves ready to crash against the shore. 

Then he lets go and stands up. | turn around, frustrated. 
“Please don’t stop,” | all but beg and he smiles and reaches 
for me. “I need to be inside you when you orgasm,” he says 
by way of explanation and I nod, my breath coming in pants. 
He grabs me by the hips and lifts me up, moving forward so 
my back is against the shower wall now. He lifts me as 
though | weigh nothing. 

“Put your legs around my waist,” he commands and | do it, 
wrapping my legs around him and hooking my feet together. 
His hands under my ass, he positions me so my pussy is 
pressing against my cock. 

“Are you ready?” 

“Yes,” | say. As he starts to push inside me extra slowly | feel 
myself open up to him. I’m soaking wet and aching for him 
to bury himself inside my body. 

He senses my impatience and slows down even more. My 
hands are at his back and | rake my fingernails down his 
Skin, hearing his sharp intake of breath and wondering if it’s 
from pain or pleasure. 

l'm guessing pleasure, as he starts to speed up his motion, 
his hands gripping the cheeks of my butt so hard | think he'll 
leave finger marks. He holds me up effortlessly, preventing 
me from slipping down the shower wall, and | cling to him, 
unable to do anything really but hold on as he fucks me, 


feeling the sensations growing to a fever pitch inside my 
body. 

The hot water is steaming up the inside of the glass and my 
face is dripping with sweat. The steam blurs my vision, so all 
that I’m aware of is the heat and the feel of Nick’s body 
against and inside mine. | feel the pressure building and 
know I’m going to come, and | cry out and dig my fingertips 
into him, urging him on. 

“I'm going to come, Jenna,”’ he gasps into my ear. “I’m going 
to fill you with my cum.” 

His dirty talk sends me over the edge and | let out a scream 
as my pussy contracts around him, as if to pull him into me. 
He roars and tips his head back as he reaches his own peak 
and | feel the throb of his cock as he pumps his seed into 
me, over and over. He finally collapses against me pulling 
me into his chest and breathing heavily. | can hear his 
heartbeat, fast and strong. 

“| love you Jenna,” he says. | answer without hesitation. “| 
love you too.” 

As | dress | watch him, drinking in his every movement and 
expression. | do love him. Not that | have much experience 
with that particular feeling, but | know that | have never felt 
like this. Never wanted to give myself so completely to 
someone, to meld my life with theirs. Now | know what it is 
I’ve been holding off for all these years. 

We eat breakfast on the veranda, and it’s so peaceful, with 
the sunlight dappling through the leaves, | could stay here 
forever. | sense Nick watching me and look up. There’s 
something guarded in his expression. 

“What is it?” | ask, putting my fork down. 

“I have the cabin until tomorrow,” he says. 

“Great, so we have another night?” | was under the 
impression we were here for the weekend anyway. 

“Yes, and | want it to be as special as last night was.” 

“But?” | prompt, sensing he’s struggling to tell me 
something. | feel a knot in my tummy. 


“I need to go out for a few hours tonight. Late tonight. 
There’s a job I have to do. | really won’t be long, | promise.” 
| feel a chill come over me. 

“What sort of job?” 

“| can’t tell you that.” 

| look away and am horrified to feel my eyes sting with tears. 
They're angry tears. To bring me all this way and then drop 
in the middle of it that he’s leaving me here on my own and 
can’t even tell me why or where he’s going? | might have 
agreed not to ask questions until he was ready to answer 
them but this is just ridiculous. 

| feel my anger growing, and it’s directed at myself as much 
as Nick. How could | have been silly enough to take up with 
a guy | know so little about, who has already hinted that he’s 
involved in something dodgy, something he persistently 
refuses to discuss? I’ve let my feelings for him and the lust 
that has blindsided me since our first date cloud my 
judgment. 

“No,” | say, and my voice is calm even though I’m seething. 
“No, this is bullshit, Nick.” 

“Jenna,” he says calmly and | bristle knowing he’s going to 
try and placate me. | hold my hand up, cutting him off 
before he can continue. 

“Don’t ‘Jenna’ me. You bring me all the way to the middle of 
nowhere after you've already refused to tell me anything 
about what you do for a living, and then announce you'll be 
leaving me alone while you go off to do something you 
mysteriously can’t tell me about. You tell me you love me, 
but yet you won’t even trust me with basic information?” 
“It’s not that | don’t trust you. There are just some things | 
can’t discuss.” He looks distant, his tone is clipped and he’s 
retreated back into himself. | shake my head and get to my 
feet. 

“What is it?” | snap. “Are you a drug dealer? Some kind of 
spy? What?” 


He just shakes his head and stares out across the forest. He’s 
not going to tell me, | can see that much is obvious. | storm 
off back inside the cabin, my heart racing, and start 
throwing my things into my bag. He follows me with a 
worried expression on his face. 

“Where are you going?” 

“Home,” | snap out. | feel devastated at how this is turning 
out but I’m desperately trying to hold onto my anger so he 
doesn’t see how hurt | am and how bereft | suddenly feel. 
The thought of leaving him is already heart wrenching. 
“How are you getting there? We’re miles out from town. The 
path isn’t signposted. You'll get lost.” 

| glare at him. Is he for real? “You won’t drop me home?” 

“I can't?” 

“You can’t? What the hell does that mean?” 

He speaks slowly, as if talking to a wayward child, and | want 
to punch him in that handsome face. 

“It means | can’t.” 

He really is the most stubborn person I’ve ever met in my 
life. 

“You mean you won't.” 

“That too.” 

| want to scream in frustration, but instead | finish packing 
my bag and hoist it over my shoulder. 

“Fine, lll walk.” 

But as | try to leave the cabin, he stands in my way. | feel my 
stomach twist, and for the first time in his presence | feel 
real fear. 

Have | been stupidly naive in trusting him? 

“Nick,” | say quietly, my hands starting to tremble, “please 
let me leave.” 

He stares at me and | can see he’s waging a war within 
himself. Finally he sighs and it’s as though some of the fight 
has gone out of his body. 

“Fine, sit down. l'Il tell you as much as | can.” 


| put down my bag and take a seat at the kitchen table. Nick 
sits opposite me, quiet for a moment, then leans over the 
table and takes my hand. 

“What is all this about?”’ | ask, getting more and more 
worried by the minute. 

“The reason | haven’t told you what | do isn’t because | want 
to keep things from you,” he says, staring intently into my 
eyes. | believe him. “It’s because it’s dangerous knowledge 
for you to have. Plus I’m not supposed to. Even my sister 
doesn't know. And the only reason I’m telling you now is 
because | can’t let you go off wandering around on your 
own. | hope I’m just being cautious, but you could be in 
danger.” 

| feel my mouth go dry and a Shiver run through me. 

“| knew it,” | say, half breathless with fear. “You’re a drug 
dealer aren’t you? Or worse.” My head spins with all the 
possibilities, each one more terrible than the last. 

He lets go of my hand, and | can see I’ve seriously offended 
him. He sits back in his chair and folds his arms. 

“Seriously? That’s what you think of me? Hell Jenna I know 
we haven’t known each other long but | didn’t think you 
thought me capable of that.” 

| shake my head in exasperation. Like seriously, he’s 
sulking? 

“One, you refuse to tell me what you do,” | say slowly, 
counting off the evidence on my fingers so he can see. “Two, 
you have blacked out windows on your car.” 

His mouth twists in amusement. 

“That’s your evidence? My windows?” 

| ignore him and continue. “Three, you’re built like a man 
who knows how to handle himself, and have the air of one 
who’s had to do so many times.” 

“I told you about my childhood,” he says quietly, “and how | 
got my scar.” 

| nod. “Exactly! There’s four. You grew up in a rough 
neighborhood and had contact with gangs. Five, you whisk 


me away to a remote cabin with all theses modern 
conveniences which you mysteriously have access to, and 
refuse to let me leave and tell me I’m in danger.” | look at 
him in triumph. “What would you think?” 

“| think,” he says, still looking annoyed, “that you jump to 
too many conclusions and should check your discrimination 
about inner city kids. I’m not a drug dealer Jenna, though 
I’ve put a lot of them behind bars. I’m a cop.” 

| stare at him. | wasn’t expecting that at all. 

“You're a cop?” 

“Yes.” 

“It doesn’t make sense. Why would you need to hide that? 
You're one of the good guys right? And why would that put 
me in danger?” The questions tumble out as | try to make 
sense of his answer. 

“Because | belong to an elite undercover unit. And I’m 
currently undercover, working on a major player in the 
Russian mafia. We're about to get him on serious trafficking 
charges.” 

| think I’m starting to understand. | take a deep breath, 
trying to absorb it all. 

“So that’s where you’re going tonight?” 

“Yes. | really can’t tell you anything else about that.” 

That’s fine by me. Now the truth is out and staring me in the 
face, I’m not at all sure | want to know. But | know it’s not as 
simple as that. 

“Okay,” I say, taking a deep breath, “so why am | in 
danger?” 

Nick closes his eyes briefly and when he opens them again 
there’s a tortured expression on his face that nearly breaks 
my heart. 

“The guy I’m after saw me with you, and seems to have had 
me followed. He hinted he knows who you are, or at least he 
asked me about my new girlfriend. There’s something going 
on back at HQ that I’m not convinced is being adequately 
dealt with. | think we’ve got a potential breach. He seems to 


have got wind | might not be who I say | am, and he’s 
looking to use what he can against me.” 

My line of vision narrows. Nick can’t keep the worry out of 
his voice now and I’m more scared than | want to admit. 
“When did he see us together?” 

“The first night we met. He’s hinted he’s seen us since, but it 
could well be a bluff. | may be being over-cautious.” 

He doesn’t really believe that, | can tell. The first night? All 
of a sudden | understand. 

“That club you were near...you were there undercover?” 

He nods, his expression pained. 

“| never should have approached you. Certainly never 
should have walked you to your cab. | broke character and it 
was observed. Jenna, | swear, if | could go back | would have 
stayed away. l'Il never forgive myself if I’ve put you in 
danger.” 

“Don’t say that,” | say, my voice pleading. “If you had stayed 
away, we wouldn’t be together now. You’re the best thing 
that’s ever happened to me,” | blurt out. His expression 
clears. 

“Really?” 

“Yes. | don’t care how scary this guy is. | don’t regret 
meeting you.” | look around the cabin. “This place...?” 

“It’s a safe house. There are alarms, panic buttons and a 
surveillance camera. | would have shown you before | left 
tonight. You're safe here.” 

I’m almost amused in spite of the severity of the situation. 
Nick can be ridiculously naive himself sometimes. 

“So you were going to show me all that and then disappear 
without explaining to me what was going on? I'd have had a 
heart attack.” 

He looks embarrassed. 

“| just wanted to keep you safe. The more you know, the 
more dangerous it is.” 

“I understand,” | say softly. My mind is whirring and | feel 
weirdly lightheaded. | have a feeling it might be shock. 


Then an awful thought occurs to me and | feel my gut churn 
in fear. 

“Nick? What does this Russian guy look like?” 

He looks at me sharply. 

“Why?” 

“A man came into Uptown Girls yesterday and spoke to me 
and Maddie. He was...odd. Like, creepy odd. He made out 
like he was confused about what type of shop we were, but 
neither of us really bought it. He sounded foreign...maybe 
Russian.” 

Nick has gone completely still, every muscle poised. 

“Was he dark, slim?” 

“Yes, and there was something about him. 
Something...almost evil. | thought | was being silly...” My 
voice trails off as Nick gets abruptly to his feet. He pulls his 
phone out of his pocket and walks to the other side of the 
room. | watch him, and I’m terrified now. | should have 
mentioned this before, but the more time passed the more | 
thought it was nothing, just a creepy guy who had probably 
came in just to gawk at me and Maddie. 

| feel like crying. Nick takes his phone outside so | can’t hear 
what he’s saying but | can hear the tone of his voice. He’s 
talking low, but I can hear the anger in his voice. | curl 
myself up into a ball in my seat, taking deep breaths to try 
and calm the growing panic. 

This is worse than I thought. Okay, so I was worried he was 
some kind of criminal and what that would mean for us 
having any kind of future, but now I’m having to deal with 
the fact that some crazy Russian Mafioso knows who | am 
and could potentially hurt me to get at Nick. 

Or hurt Nick. | mean, | Know he can handle himself, but the 
mafia? And maybe I’ve just seen too many crime shows but 
I’m pretty sure the worst revenges are reserved for snitches 
and cops. | don’t care how macho Nick is, he’s one man 
against an organization of crazies. 

| feel sick. 


Nick comes back in and tosses his phone down on the bed 
before coming over and crouching beside my chair. 

“Jenna, look at me,” he says softly. | look at him, not sure if | 
want to throw myself into his arms or run away through the 
woods as fast as | can. 

“It’s going to be okay,” he says gently. “I’m going to have to 
go tonight and hopefully that will be an end to it all, but 
you’re not going to be alone. I’ve arranged for one of our 
agents to come and sit with you. | will be as quick as | 
possibly can.” 

| nod, but my teeth are chattering as | try to speak. 
Definitely shock. 

“How long do these things take?” 

“Surprisingly, not long at all. Everyone wants to be gone as 
fast as possible. It’s the build-up and negotiations that take 
forever. | shouldn’t be more than a few hours at most, and l'II 
drive as fast as the car will go.” 

“Don’t get arrested for speeding,” | warn, before 
remembering he’s a cop himself. For some reason | find this 
the funniest thing I’ve ever heard and | can’t stop laughing, 
then I’m laughing and crying all at once. Nick picks me up in 
one swift movement and puts me down on the bed. 

“You're in shock. Get under the duvet.” 

“What are you doing?” | ask as he walks over to the 
kitchenette. 

“Making you a sugary hot chocolate. With brandy.” 

| burrow under the blankets, watching him. I’m touched by 
the matter-of-fact way he cares for me. When he comes over 
and passes me my drink, | lean forward and kiss him. He 
hesitates. 

“You aren’t mad at me?” 

“Well, | wish you had told me. But | understand why you 
didn’t.” 

“I understand if you want me to keep away from you after 
this, Jenna. | promise l'Il leave you alone.”’ 


| shake my head, reach out and stroke his cheek, trailing my 
fingers down his scar. “No. | don’t want that. And if | had 
known...! would still have wanted you.” 

“Really?” He looks skeptical. 

| nod, knowing in my heart it’s true. Sure, | might have been 
worried about the dangers, but knowing this about him 
wouldn’t have stopped me. | decide not to analyze what that 
says about my own sensibilities. 

“Nick, | Suspected you were a drug dealer and | didn’t runa 
mile,” | say, feeling foolish now. “But I’m so glad | was 
wrong.” 

He leans in and kisses me then, and the feel and taste and 
smell of him warms and grounds me. I’m not shivering 
anymore. 

He pulls away and hands me my drink. 

“Drink. It will do you good.” 

| do, and grimace in distaste at the amount of liquor he’s put 
in a perfectly tasty drink. 

He gets under the blanket and cuddles up with me, and we 
lie like that for a while, until a combination of brandy and 
the aftermath of shock has my eyelids drooping. 

When I wake up the lights are dim and Nick is moving 
around by the table, putting things in his bag. He’s changed 
into black jeans, a tight black t-shirt and black leather coat. 
He looks dangerous. | remember what he has to do and pray 
that he’s going to come back safe. | haven’t prayed since | 
was a child at Christmas, but right now it seems appropriate. 
He glances up at me. 

“Hey, sleepyhead,” he says but | can tell he’s distracted. 
This is Nick in work mode. 

| hear a knock at the door and | jump, looking at him with 
wide eyes. Nick checks through the peephole and then lets 
another man in. He’s younger than Nick, blond and 
slimmer...almost bland looking really. Hard to believe he’s 
another cop like Nick. | don’t even know if ‘cop’ is really the 
right word for what Nick does. He’s hardly directing traffic. 


“Agent O’Connor,” the man says with obvious deference in 
his tone. However the rankings work in this unit, Nick is 
obviously on a higher level than this guy. 

“Miles, good to see you. You’ve been fully briefed?” 

The blonde guy nods. “Yep. Any inkling of a disturbance and 
l'Il radio in. She'll be in good hands.” He tips his head 
towards me and | bristle at being called she. 

“This is Ms. Black,” Nick says, as if picking up on my 
irritation. “And she had better be addressed as such, Miles. 
I’m holding you fully responsible for her. We clear?” 

The man nods, seemingly unfazed by Nick’s tone. Maybe 
he’s used to it. 

“Crystal.” 

| want to say that I’m quite capable of taking responsibility 
for myself, but given the situation | know I'll only sound 
petulant. This is serious. 

Nick turns to me then, hoisting a bag over his shoulder. His 
eyes are full of emotion, but he simply nods to me and then 
walks out, leaving me feeling bereft. | listen to his car pull 
away and turn my face to the wall, not wanting Miles to see 
my distress. 

Composing myself | get out of bed and go over to the 
kitchen. Nick has left the brandy on the counter. Good. 
“Want one?” | say, waving the bottle at Miles. He looks at me 
as if I’ve just suggested we go skinny-dipping. 

“I’m on duty.” 

“Oh. Of course.” 

| get the feeling it’s going to be a long night. 


CHAPTER 11 


Nick 


| hated leaving Jenna. I’m desperate to get this done and get 
back to her. Leaving her with Miles, who looks like he 
couldn’t win a fight with a fucking Chihuahua, goes against 
every instinct | possess. | should be with her. 

| couldn’t even kiss her goodbye, or | wouldn’t have left. But 
| had to leave. The only way | can be certain she will be safe 
is to get Viktor off the streets. That’s the goal now. 

| love her. I’m in love with her. It isn’t something I’m used to, 
this feeling that | would kill and die for a woman. Not just 
some abstract person I’m trying to achieve justice for but a 
woman I've been sharing my bed with. A woman I’ve opened 
my heart to. | almost can’t bear it, this need to be with her. It 
makes me feel vulnerable, and | really don’t like feeling 
vulnerable. 

Vulnerable gets you hurt. | had to learn that the hard way 
and it was a lesson | learned well. 

But | know it’s too late to back out now. I’ve given myself to 
her, even if she doesn’t know it yet. If | get out of tonight 
intact, I’m going to marry her. 

| keep that image on my mind on the drive down to the 
harbor as a pleasant distraction. Jenna walking down the 
aisle, preparing to take my name. Me putting a ring on her 
finger and vowing to be faithful, body and soul. Jenna’s belly 
swelling with my kid. I’ve never thought about having kids 
before, never wanted to bring one into a world | Know as 
dangerous and unforgiving, but somehow now | see things 
differently. The future | thought | knew has shifted and 
changed. Through Jenna’s eyes | can see the hope of 
something different than this life I’ve always known, a future 


that has me and her in it. Together. Doing the stuff ‘normal’ 
people do like garden centers on a Saturday and shopping 
for bed linens. All the stuff | would have once written off as 
boring is now part of my biggest dream. I’m going to have to 
make some big decisions, because | can’t continue what I’m 
doing and have the life I’m thinking about with Jenna. | can’t 
put her in danger again. 

| pull up to a deserted part of the harbor where I’ve arranged 
to meet Viktor. I’m early. The boat which supposedly holds 
Viktor’s expected cargo is in place, as it should be. The 
minute he steps on the boat to inspect his purchase, he'll 
come face to face not with a bunch of terrified migrant 
women but a crack team who will take out him and his men. 
The aim of course is to bring Viktor in alive, but it’s no great 
loss if his smarmy mouth gets him shot. In fact if | can 
engineer that outcome and then I'll be a satisfied man. 
Threatening my woman is a crime that l'Il happily break the 
rules for. 

| pull up and get out, tucking my gun firmly into my belt. 
There’s a knife hidden in my boots. It’s not police issue, a lot 
of my weapons aren't. Over the years I’ve learned that extra 
back-up is always a good idea. 

I’m getting that itchy, restless feeling | always get just 
before a sting. I’ve been working on taking Viktor down for 
so long that I can feel the anticipation building just like a 
climax. The thought makes me think of Jenna, but | push her 
image away. | need to stay focused. 

As | cast my eyes around the harbor, lingering on the boat, 
something just doesn’t feel right. There’s a twinge in my gut, 
something almost imperceptible, a whisper of intuition, but 
I've learned that in this game instincts are everything. 

| squint through the gloom as | walk towards the boat, but | 
can’t see anyone. The ‘captain’ should be there to greet me. 
| shake my head and try to tell myself he’s probably inside 
briefing the men, that he'll be in place when it’s time. 


Something still feels wrong. But | don’t want to be nosing 
around on board while Viktor turns up. Perhaps it’s just the 
fact that it’s all been so rushed. Normally | would have met 
the whole team involved prior to the sting and have all the 
logistics firmly in place in my mind, but thanks to all the 
changing of dates and the threat to Jenna taking priority, 
that’s all happened without me. | try to relax. Argyle has 
been in this game for a long time. He knows what he’s 
doing. 

But as time wears on and neither the captain nor Viktor 
shows | get more and more restless. | expect Viktor to be 
late, but not by too much. This is risky work and the deal 
needs to happen as quickly as possible, so no matter how 
much the Russian wants to piss me off he isn’t going to risk 
getting caught by harbor patrol officers. Only | know that 
won’t happen. Local police have been briefed as to what’s 
going down tonight and a team will be ready on standby as 
back-up. It’s just procedure, though we've never needed to 
call in resources outside the unit before and I’m not 
expecting to now. Getting local law enforcement involved is 
likely to be a ball ache. It means no stepping outside the 
rulebook and a ton of paperwork. 

Still no captain. I’ve been standing around for over thirty 
minutes and am about to board the ship and find out what 
the fuck is going on before my phone vibrates in my pocket. 
| pull it out, feeling a flutter of panic that it might be Miles. 
It’s worse. It’s Viktor. 

Change of plan, Mr. Murphy. 

“What the fuck?” | explode out loud. Is he joking? 

There’s no way he’s just decided not to go ahead. Not unless 
he knows something. 

| run towards the boat, some primal fear motivating me. The 
answers are on that boat. | know it. 

“Agent O’Connor on board!” | shout. There’s no reply. Nada. 
With my heart pounding in my chest | make my way to the 
hold and wrench the cabin door open. 


The sight of what’s inside nearly makes me vomit. 

Argyle. 

Or rather, what’s left of him. 

| kneel down next to his body. He’s been trussed up... hog- 
tied, with too many wounds to count. Tortured. | ring the 
number | have for the local chief of police. 

“Agent O'Connor,” | say as soon as the phone is answered. | 
give my unit name and then tell him “The whole unit is 
compromised. Target is on the run and dangerous. Get your 
men here now.” 

| place a hand to Argyle’s neck. There’s a pulse, but it’s faint. 
I’m about to phone back for an ambulance when his eyelids 
flutter. 

“Argyle? It’s me, Nick.” 

He makes a rasping sound, trying to talk, but blood bubbles 
from the corner of his mouth. How he’s managed to hold on 
in this state, God only knows. 

“I'm...sorry,” Argyle gasps out. “Didn't see...too late.” 

| shake my head, a mixture of grief and anger welling up in 
me. This man has been my mentor for years, stepping into 
the place my father left and teaching me far more about how 
to look after myself than my father ever could. 

“Hold on,” | tell him, even though I know it’s hopeless. “I’m 
calling an ambulance.” 

Argyles tries to shake his head, but the motion causes him 
to start shaking uncontrollably. I’m about to try and loosen 
his bonds when he says one word that causes the bottom to 
drop out of my world. 

“Miles.” 

Then he lets out a death rattle, the sound of his lungs filling 
with blood, and his eyes go glassy. He’s gone. 

| stand up, my legs shaking. For a moment I can’t think 
straight, then | understand. 

Miles. Miles is the snitch. 

And Miles has got Jenna. | all but leap off the boat, and see a 
car pull up and two uniformed officers get out, the taller of 


the two flashing his badge. “Sir? What’s happening?” 
“We've been compromised, that’s what happening! The 
whole fucking unit!” It occurs to me in a flash they could be 
stooges themselves and | have my gun out and in my hand 
before I’m even aware of the movement. The shock on their 
faces when they run on board and see Argyle is genuine, 
though. The shorter and younger of the two turns and 
vomits overboard. | shake my head. Clearly way too 
inexperienced. 

“So where the hell is Tanega?” The taller one asks, looking 
around him wildly as if expecting Viktor to jump from the 
shadows at any minute. 

| run to my car, barking out orders. “You need more men. Tell 
them to get to my location ASAP. We have a hostage 
situation.” | give them the address of the safe house, then 
leap back into my car and drive off, willing the car to go 
faster. 

Jenna. 

| try to tell myself she’s okay and Viktor has nothing to gain 
by targeting her. He needs to disappear now as fast as 
possible and go underground. Argyle’s murder will create 
ripples that will catch up with him like a nemesis. 

But Viktor isn’t sensible. He’s a vengeful, vicious bastard 
and isn’t going to let the fact I’ve pulled the wool over his 
eyes go easily. He wants revenge. It’s no coincidence that 
Miles is the one who turned up to keep watch. And | left her 
in that rat’s hands. 

I’m pressing the gas as far down as it will go, praying | don’t 
get pulled over by some traffic cop. | have to get to Jenna 
before Viktor does. 

If he’s laid a finger on her...the rage builds inside me with an 
intensity I’ve never felt before, covering a deep and gnawing 
terror. 

She has to be okay. She has to be. 

Because if she isn’t Argyle’s last moments on this earth will 
be child’s play compared to what | will do to Viktor. 


| feel a stab of grief for Argyle but tell myself | don’t have 
time for that now. He’s dead and gone, but Jenna is alive and 
could be terrified out of her wits right now. She needs me. 
Even so as | drive back at breakneck speed, thankful the 
roads are quiet, | think about Argyle and the ordeal he must 
have gone through. Worse than any physical pain they could 
have inflicted on him though would have been the 
knowledge that he had screwed up. That there had been a 
traitor in his midst. He had his suspicions, and obviously 
focused on the wrong person. | try to figure out how much 
Viktor might know and know that things wouldn’t have gone 
this far had he known | was undercover this whole time. He 
was Clearly suspicious, but must have only just had it 
confirmed or | would have been a dead man days ago. 

A horrible thought occurs to me that it was only when Miles 
was put on protection duty over Jenna that all the pieces 
must have clicked. Miles wasn’t high up enough in the unit 
to be privy to too much info. 

| wonder how long Argyle’s tight control over the unit has 
been slipping, and how many other operations have been 
compromised. How much information Viktor was able to 
torture out of him. | know Viktor would have tortured him 
himself. 

And now he will be a desperate man. His empire will fall, 
even if we didn’t have enough intel to bring him in. He’s 
been infiltrated, and that will make him look weak. 

Even so | pray that he’s decided to run and leave Jenna 
alone. 

As | finally pull up to the cabin and see the black Subaru 
outside my heart sinks. He’s here. | can see through the 
windows as | leap out of the car, just enough to see the 
profile of Jenna sitting at the table. She looks terrified, but 
she’s alive. The dark head facing her is Viktor. The shadow | 
can just see by the door must be Miles. 

With my gun in my hand and ready to shoot, | barrel through 
the door. 


CHAPTER 12 


Jenna 


Miles is a whole bunch of fun. | try to engage him in 
conversation, but on the day social skills were being handed 
out he was clearly in the back of the queue. | wonder if all 
the guys on Nick’s team are like this. | guess working 
undercover with people you’re hunting doesn’t exactly make 
you a master of chitchat. | mean what do Mafioso’s chat 
about? The best way to kill someone? 

I’ve been through a couple of shots of brandy before | 
reluctantly put the bottle down. | don’t need to be getting 
drunk, but the waiting for Nick to come back is intolerable. 
I’m trying not to go into worst-case scenarios, mostly 
inspired by CSI episodes, and keep myself calm. This is what 
Nick does. He knows what he’s doing, and so do the people 
he works for, I’m sure. 

Still, | can’t help wondering if | shouldn’t have just settled 
after all. Found myself a nice accountant, or something. 

The thought makes me giggle and Miles looks at me 
strangely. | guess | am slightly hysterical. This isn’t the most 
comforting situation and I’m struggling to think clearly. Or | 
guess that could be the brandy. I’m not much of a drinker 
and it goes straight to my head. 

“Sorry,” | say to Miles, “this is really weird for me. | mean, | 
thought | was here for a romantic weekend.” 

Miles smirks at me and looks away and for some reason it 
makes me uncomfortable. There was something almost 
contemptuous in his look. He probably thinks I’m some silly 
naive girl, which in all honesty might not be so far off the 
mark. I’ve got myself into something that’s way over my 
head. 


But what I said to Nick was true. Had | known, | don’t think | 
would have done it differently. If | had never met Nick | 
would never have known how it felt to be so completely 
swept up with desire, never known that elusive feeling my 
mom always spoke about when she talked about the love 
she had for my father, the one I’ve waited to feel all my 
adult life. Nick is the one, I’m sure of it. | have to believe it’s 
all going to be okay. This is just a bump in the road. 

Okay, it’s a pretty big bump, but I’ve always said | wouldn’t 
settle for Mr. Average. | guess this is the pay off. 

| hear a beep and look up. Miles is answering his phone. He 
throws me another smirk and | glare at him even as I sit up 
in anticipation that he’s talking to Nick. 

The anticipation turns to a sense of unease as Miles holds 
my gaze while he listens. 

“Yes, she’s here,” he says. 

“Is it Nick? Can I talk to him?” 

Miles actually laughs. He puts his phone down and my 
unease turns to a stab of fear. 

“No. No, it’s not Nick.” 

| try to remain calm, even though suddenly my body is 
screaming at me to run away. As if reading my thoughts 
Miles steps in front of the doorway. 

“What’s going on?” | ask. 

“You'll find out,” he says. A horrible thought occurs to me. 
“You're not...on his side are you?” 

He laughs again at that. He looks completely different now, 
his bland features twisted into a mask of malice. | realize 
with a sinking heart that the man in front of me is very 
dangerous indeed. 

“What, you think Nick is one of the good guys?” He chortles. 
“Lady, | could tell you some stories about Nicholas 
O’Connor.” 

| glare at him, indignation momentarily replacing the fear. 
“| don’t care what you say,” | all but spit at him, “he’s clearly 
got a lot more integrity than you have. And when he comes 


back...” 

Miles laughs again and | feel a ripple of terror run through 
me and have to fight not to cry. Is Nick walking into a trap? 
How many people are in on this? 

“You set him up,” | say, feeling the tears spring to my eyes. 
Miles shrugs. 

| hear a car pulling up outside and jump up. He’s here! | 
breathe a sigh of relief, my thoughts racing. He’s here, and 
it’s going to be alright. He will arrest Miles, and it will all be 
okay. Then we can get on with our lives and this will all just 
be a story to tell the grandkids... 

But the casual way Miles opens the door tells me that this 
isn’t Nick. 

Even before the guy walks in, | Know who it is. The prowling 
walk, the dark, almost fox like features, and the air of pure 
menace that surrounds him... 

“Viktor.” 

He takes a small bow. 

“Ms. Black. How good to finally meet you properly.” 

| make a move towards the bathroom, with a half-baked idea 
that | can lock myself in, but Viktor has a gun in his hand as 
if out of nowhere. He waves it towards the table and chairs. 
“Sit over there. Keep your hands on the table, where | can 
see them.” 

| don’t move, and I’m not sure if it’s defiance or if I’m just 
frozen with fear. 

“Now, Ms. Black,” he says in that deceptively silky voice, “or 
l'II have Miles here do it for you, and tie you to your seat. You 
like a woman tied up don’t you, Miles? Turns you on.” 

Miles gives that stupid fucking smirk again. | move my limbs 
like lead, and sit down at the table. Viktor comes over and 
sits opposite me. He has his gun pointed towards me 
casually, and I’m struggling to keep my eyes off it. The cold 
glint in his eyes leaves me under no illusion that he won’t 
kill me. 

“Where is Nick?” | ask. 


“Don’t worry Ms. Black,” he says. ‘”|I’m sure your lover is on 
his way here as we speak. In fact, I’m counting on it.” 

| shake my head. 

“You're crazy,” | say. “You're going to get caught.” 

“Thanks to your boyfriend, | was already caught.” His tone is 
matter of fact, but | see the hatred in his eyes. “I do not wish 
to spend my life on the run. You will be my bargaining chip.” 
| glance at the gun again. I’ve never seen a gun up close like 
this before. He picks it up and | flinch. 

“I’m not going to shoot you,” he says as if he’s doing me 
some huge favor. “Your life has value to me at the moment 
because it has value to him. But if you make any attempt to 
move, or do not do exactly as | say, | will let Miles have his 
fun with you.” 

| can’t help looking over at Miles, who leers at me. | tuck my 
hands between my legs to try and hide how badly they’re 
Shaking. | might be terrified, but I’m not going to give these 
bastards the benefit of seeing just how much I’m on the 
verge of cracking. 

Please Nick, | think, hurry up. 

But what if he turns up, and Viktor kills him? He sounds like 
a man who has little left to lose. 

“I still don’t understand why you don’t just run,” I say. “Nick 
won’t bargain with you.” 

“He might, for you.” 

| force myself to lie, looking Viktor straight in the eye, 

“It’s just a fling,” | say, “I’m not special to him.” 

Viktor just chortles. 

“If that were true Ms. Black he wouldn’t have been hiding 
out here with you.” 

| try to shrug. 

“He’s a noble guy. He has a duty to care.” 

It’s pointless, | know. 

“Let’s see, shall we?” 

The naked malice in his eyes takes my breath away, and | 
realize something that chills me to the core. He’s more 


interested in revenge than he is getting away. He probably 
knows his chances of that are tiny. The way he talks about 
Nick shows me that this is intensely personal. 

| look over at Miles. He has his gun out too now, and keeps 
peering out of the window. They’re waiting for Nick, | realize. 
Then | hear a car. | start, about to jump up before Viktor aims 
his gun at me. I sit back down, staring at the door, half 
desperate to see Nick but also silently willing him to keep 
away. Does he know what he’s walking into? 

| hear his footsteps on the veranda. He’s running. Viktor 
calmly stands up and puts his gun to my head. I’m shaking 
uncontrollably now. 

The next few seconds seem to happen in slow motion. Nick 
bursts through the door and in one swift motion shoots Miles 
straight in the heart. Miles crumples to the ground, his gun 
clattering on the floor. Then Nick spots me, Viktor and the 
gun and goes completely still. 

“Hello Mr. Murphy,” Viktor says calmly as though greeting a 
friend, “or should | say Agent O’Connor?” 

“Let her go,” Nick says through gritted teeth. | can see the 
vein pulsing in his throat. 

“Throw your gun on the bed,” Viktor says calmly, “or I will 
kill her.” 

Nick doesn’t hesitate. He does as Viktor says. He doesn’t 
look at me, but just stares at Viktor. | close my eyes and 


pray. 


CHAPTER 13 


Nick 


It’s happening. My worst nightmare. 

Viktor has Jenna. She’s right there, just a few feet from me, 
tears streaming down her gorgeous face, and Viktor has his 
gun to her head and right now I’m completely powerless to 
do a thing to save her. 

I’ve fucked up. 

The only thing I can think of is to keep him talking, distract 
his attention from Jenna. | deliberately don’t look at her, 
don’t show any emotion. 

“You killed Argyle,” | say instead. 

“Unfortunately yes. | needed information. Agent Miles here 
only knew so much. | have to applaud you Mr. O’Connor, you 
fooled me for a good while. It is a rare thing, for a man to 
fool me.” 

“Perhaps you’re not as clever as you think you are,” | say. His 
eyes glitter, but he remains otherwise calm. | try not to look 
at the barrel of the gun, pressed close to Jenna’s head. Out 
of the corner of my eyes | take in the situation. Miles gun is 
on the floor a foot or so away from me. My gun is on the bed. 
There’s a table between me and Viktor. The minute | move, 
he will kill her. If the back-up shows up, he will kill her. 

| have to get that gun away from her head. 

“What do you want,” | ask him. 

“Safe passage back to Russia,” he says. | shake my head. 

“I can’t authorize that.” 

“But you can negotiate. You will have back-up coming, | 
know this. | have a hostage. Negotiate.” 

| shake my head. He’s insane. He also knows there’s no way 
he will get what he wants. 


“Why come here?” | ask. “Just for revenge? Why not run as 
soon as you had confirmation you were compromised?” 

| know the answers, of course. I’ve been doing this long 
enough. But I’m trying to keep him talking while my brain 
whirrs, trying to formulate some kind of plan that doesn’t 
end up with a bullet in Jenna’s brain. 

“You know how this works Agent O’Connor. My people are 
not forgiving of those who allow in traitors. When | found out 
from Argyle just how much information you have on me and 
my...business interests, | knew | was a dead man. And I have 
no intention of going to prison. | need safe passage home.” 
Which he knows he won't get. It’s hopeless, | realize. He will 
kill Jenna and let either me or the back-up team kill him. 
Better than death by torture by the Russian Mafiosi ora 
lifetime behind bars. | look down at Miles and fight the urge 
to kick his dead body. 

“What did you offer him?” 

Viktor shrugs. 

“He came to me. | believe he held a resentment that he 
wasn’t moving up the ranks as fast as he would like. Of 
course, all he originally knew was that your team was 
gathering intelligence on me. It took a while to put the 
pieces together. And you couldn’t help yourself could you? 
You let this piece of pussy here make you sloppy. | followed 
you to her house Agent O’Connor.” 

The rage at the derogatory way he’s referring to Jenna is 
only eclipsed by the sinking feeling in my stomach at the 
danger I’ve unwittingly put her in. 

Viktor glances out of the window. He’s getting restless. 
Where the fuck is the back-up team? 

“Put the gun down,” I say, fighting to keep my voice calm, 
“and l'Il do what I can. We can get your sentence minimized, 
then get you back to Russia.” 

It’s a fair offer, but | already know he won’t accept. He wants 
to see the look on my face when he kills her. He’s a sadist 
with nothing left to lose. 


I’m trying to judge the distance between me and the table. 
He hasn’t taken the safety off. If the table wasn’t in the way | 
might just make it, but as it is there just isn’t enough time. 
Then blue light floods the cabin. | hear cars outside. They’re 
here. A voice sounds through a megaphone. 

“Put down the gun! | repeat, put down the gun and come out 
with your hands up!” 

Viktor closes his eyes and sighs before opening them again 
and looking straight at me. | can see it in his eyes. He’s 
going to do it. He clicks off the safety. 

“Put down the gun!” Comes the voice again. “This is your 
last warning! Put the gun down or we will shoot.” 

A light sweeps across Viktor’s face and he blinks. | take the 
moment, grabbing Miles’ body and heaving it at the table 
with a strength even | didn’t know | possessed. The table 
tips, sending Jenna flying and in the same moment | dive at 
Viktor. His gun arms waves wildly and he shoots. | feel a 
searing pain through my shoulder as | tumble down to the 
floor with him, my hands around his neck. He glares up at 
me and tries to raise his gun. | roll off him in a swift 
movement and see a Sniper’s bullet go straight into his 
brain. There’s a split second where he stares at me, realizing 
his defeat, then his eyes are empty and half his skull 
missing. | hear Jenna retching and run to her as the room 
fills with police. 

Not giving a fuck who sees, | throw my arms around Jenna 
and pull her to me, rocking her. 

“Sssh baby, it’s okay. You're safe,” | whisper into her hair. 
She looks at me, then she sees my arm and her eyes go 
wide. 

“Nick! You’re bleeding!” | glance down. I’m aware of the 
pain, but somehow it doesn’t seem to matter. 

“Jenna,” | say seriously, looking deep into her beautiful 
green eyes, “marry me.” 

“What? You’re asking me this now?” 

| grin. I’m beginning to feel weak. 


“Why not? | promise to do a better job of looking after you.” 
“Okay,” she says softly, then she glances down at my arm 
again. 

“To be honest Nick, | think you might need me to look after 
you too.” 

| go to protest, then see her smile and kiss her instead. 
Then I pass out. 


EPILOGUE 


Nick 
Six Months Later 


| watch Jenna walking towards me and | couldn’t be prouder. 
She looks stunning, all in white, with her hair swept up onto 
her head, she looks like a princess. 

In a few minutes she will be my wife. 

| still can’t believe this moment has arrived. After the night 
of Viktor’s death, | spent a month in rehab saving the 
movement in my arm. | was released from active duty with a 
hefty pension. Of course | couldn’t keep still for too long. 
Jenna begged me not to go back to chasing bad guys, but | 
don’t know how to do anything else. We came to a 
compromise. 

| still chase bad guys, but on a corporate rather than a 
criminal level. I’m now a private fraud investigator, and 
while it’s not quite the same | still get to enjoy the thrill of 
the hunt and the satisfaction of the final takedown. 

More important to me now is the fact that | get to come 
home to Jenna every night. And after today l'Il get to do that 
for the rest of my life. 

I’m a lucky man. 

She reaches me and smiles at me shyly. She’s never looked 
more beautiful and I can’t take my eyes off her. As we turn to 
the pastor to begin our vows, | almost have to pinch myself 
to check if this is real. Not a dream. As a kid growing up in 
the back streets having to fight for every day, | can’t quite 
believe how my life has turned out. 

| stumble through my vows, impatient to get to the end. As | 
slip the ring onto her finger I resist the urge to gather her in 


my arms and get out of here. We have a luxury hotel tonight 
and a plane booked for three weeks in the Caribbean 
tomorrow and | intend to spend every spare moment making 
love to this beautiful woman. My woman. 

My wife. She beams up at me, mouthing ‘I love you’ as the 
pastor finishes his speech. Finally, the words I’ve been 
waiting for. 

“You may now kiss the bride.” 

| pull her into my arms and kiss her, inhaling the sweet scent 
and taste of her. | want her, now. Instead there are still 
photographs and speeches and the reception to get through. 
But l'Il plaster on a smile and get through it, for her sake. 
Behind us, her bridesmaid Maddie starts sobbing. 

Maddie is no longer her business partner, although Jenna 
doesn’t know that yet. | bought Maddie out as Jenna’s 
wedding present. Uptown Girls is now all hers and | know 
she’s going to make a success of it. She deserves it. 

As we walk back down the aisle arm in arm | see Jenna’s 
mother and my sister crying too. The only woman at this 
wedding who doesn’t seem to be crying is Jenna, who is 
beaming from ear to ear. She’s glowing, in fact. 

The photographs take forever, and the reception even 
longer. Finally | pull Jenna to one side. 

“Can we go yet?” 

Jenna laughs. 

“You're so impatient! But yes, | think we’ve mingled for long 
enough.” 

Thank God. We take a car to the hotel. I’ve booked the best 
Suite they had, and once the concierge has shown us to our 
room | pick Jenna up and carry her in. 

“Your dress weighs a ton,” | complain as | put her down. She 
looks up at me from her under her eyelashes and | know that 
look, know what she wants. 

“Take it off then,” she says and turns around, presenting me 
with the back of her dress. | unzip her slowly and the dress 


falls to her feet. She turns round and | inhale. I’m hard 
immediately. 

She’s dressed in a white corset that highlights her curves, 
pushing her breasts up and out. A white lace garter and 
stockings enhance her creamy thighs. | reach for her, but 
she lays a hand over mine. 

“First...1’ve got a wedding present for you.” 

| groan in frustration. Do we have to do presents now? 
“Okay,” I say. “I’ve got one for you too.” 

“You go first,” she says. | tell her about Maddie. She squeals 
in delight and throws her arms around me. 

“Oh my God, Nick! Thank you!” 

“So what’s mine?” 

She takes my hand and presses it to her abdomen. | stare at 
her for a minute, not understanding what she’s trying to tell 
me, and then | get it. 

“You mean?” 

She nods. “Yes Nick. I’m pregnant.” 

| don’t know what to say. We’ve talked about having kids at 
some point, but | wasn’t prepared for this. | see the worry 
cross her face. 

“Are you not happy?” 

“Of course I’m happy,” | say and | feel the joy well up in me. 
I’m going to be a dad. | raise her hand to my lips and kiss it. 
“| love you Jenna,” | say. “I’m going to be the best husband 
and father | can possibly be. The day | met you, you 
changed my life forever.” 

“Me too,” she says softly. Then she gives me a wicked grin. 
“Let’s go to bed,” she murmurs. 

| don’t need asking again. | lie her down on the bed and take 
off her shoes, then kiss my way up her legs until | reach her 
stockings. | peel them down and off one by one, but leave 
the garter in place. | glance at the corset. It looks like it will 
take a year to unlace. She grins at me wickedly and parts 
her legs to reveal the buttons there. 

That’s my girl, | think as | pop them open. 


Later we lie naked in each other’s arms, moonlight flooding 
through the window, and I’m finally able to put a name to 
how | feel, an emotion that was new to me until | met Jenna. 
Contentment. 

| can’t promise I'll toe the line for the rest of my life, but | 
know l'Il never do anything that would hurt her or the child 
growing in her womb. My child. | think about my parents, 
and for once | don’t feel the stab of bitterness and grief that 
| usually do. My mother would be proud of me I know, and 
my dad? Maybe in time I'll even be able to forgive him. God 
knows, | haven’t been perfect. But | know | will spend the 
rest of my life being the best husband and father I can 
possibly be. 

“Look,” Jenna says at my side, pointing out of the window, 
“there’s a shooting star.” 

| turn and see it. 

“My mom always said they were lucky.” 

“You're supposed to make wishes on them,” Jenna says. 
“Make a wish.” 

| think for a minute, then look at her and place a hand on 
her tummy. 

“| don’t need to,” | say as | kiss her. “I’ve already got 
everything | want.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Jenna 
Five Years Later 


“Boys! Calm down!” 

The twins come racing down the stairs. It’s the first day of 
summer camp, and boy do! need a break. | love the little 
rascals, but they’re hard work. Behind them their little sister 
squeals with delight at their antics. She’s sitting on Nick’s 
shoulders, her favorite place to be. 

Nick kisses me as they reach the bottom of the stairs. | let 
myself enjoy the feel and warmth of his lips against mine 
before Patrick and Jacob push at my legs, protesting loudly. 
“Stop kissing!” 

“That’s gross!” 

Twenty minutes later and we've got them all in the car. | 
squeeze Nick’s hand before starting the engine. Today’s a 
big day. Big enough to persuade Nick to take the day off 
work. Once we’ve dropped the boys at camp for the day and 
Lydia-Jane at my mother’s, we'll head to the opening of the 
latest in my chain of stores. Uptown Girls is well on its way 
to becoming a household name. It hasn’t been easy running 
a business while building a family, but it was my range of 
maternity wear, inspired by my pregnancy with the twins 
that really helped my brand take off. | now employ a whole 
team of people, which gives me more time with my family. 
My family. | glance at the kids in the rear view mirror. The 
boys, so much like Nick in their looks and mannerisms, are 
glaring at each other over Lydia-Jane’s head. | was never 
expecting twins...trust Nick to give me not just one 
strapping boy but two at once, but they’re such a blessing. | 


know they’ve changed his life too. Nick has been hands on 
since day one. He’s been an amazing father. Not long after 
the twins were born he did something his sister told me he 
had never done...laid flowers on his father’s grave. | hung 
back to give him his privacy so | will never know what he 
said but | saw him talking and with tears in his eyes, even 
though they vanished by the time he came back over to me. 
Since that day he has seemed more at peace. Like he no 
longer needs to take on the world. 

His fraud investigation business has grown over the years 
and now he too runs a whole team. It suits him. He likes 
being in charge. Sometimes | worry it’s not exciting enough 
for him and he misses the danger. I catch him looking 
pensive sometimes. But other times he talks about his 
satisfaction in bringing down some of the biggest crooks in 
the world, not Mafiosi these days but corrupt bankers. | 
couldn’t be prouder of him. 

| feel a warm rush of love, and remind myself as | do every 
day just how lucky | am. None of this would have been 
possible without Nick. My bad boy hero. 

| glance at him as | turn a corner and he feels my eyes on 
him and smiles at me, a slow, sexy smile that holds the 
promise of alone time later, when the kids are asleep. | drive 
on, excited at the thought of what the rest of the day will 
bring. 

I’m even more excited by the prospect of nighttime. After 
five years Nick’s touch still drives me wild. He leans over 
and squeezes my thigh as though he knows what I’m 
thinking. We grow more and more in sync every day. 

All those years, my mother was right. Love is worth waiting 
for. 
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